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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark, 

FORT1IBNRAS, Prince of Norway. 

HAMLET, ſon to the former, and nephew to the preſent 
King. 

PoLoNntvs, Lord Chamberlain. 

Ho RAT to, friend to Hamlet. 

Lax RT ES, ſon to Polonius. 

VoLTIMAND, 

Cox NELIUs, 

RoSINCRANTZ, 

| GUILDENSTERN, 


Courtiers, 


O$SRICK, a fop. 
MARCELLUS, an officer. 
| BERNARDO, 
FRAN Cisco, 
REYNOLDO, ſervant to Polonius. 
Ghoſt of Hamlet's father, 


: two ſoldiers. 


GERTRUDE, Queen of Denmark, and mother to Hamlet, 

OrHEL IA, daughter to Polonius, beloved by Hamlet. 

Ladies attending on the Queen. 

Players, grave-makers, ſailors, meſſengers, and other at- 
tcndants, 
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2 SCENE: L 


A Platſerm before the palace. 


Enter BERNARDO and FRANCISCO, two centinels, 


BARNARDO. 
H O's there ? 
W Frau. Nay, anſwer me: ſtand, and unfold 
vourſelf. 


Ber. Long live the King! 
Frau. Bernardo? 
Ber. He. 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. Tis now ſtruck twelve; get thee to bed, Fran- 
ciſco. 
Fran. For this relief, much thanks: 'tis bitter cold, 
And I am fick at heart. 
?er. Have you had a quiet guard ? 
Fran. Not a moule ſtirring. 
Ber. Well, good night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haſte. 


Enter HORATIO and MAKCELLUS. 


Fran. I think I hear them. Stand, ho! who's there? 
Hor, Friends to this ground, 1 4 * 


3” . IN bs v Act I. 
Mar. And liege-men to the Dane. 
Fran, Give you good night. 
Mar. Oh, farewell, honeſt ſoldier ; who hath reliey'd-” 
you ? 
Fran, Bernardo has my place: give you good night. 
[ Exit Franciſco, 
Mar. Holla ! Bernardo 
Ber. Say, what, is Horatis there ? 
Hor. A piece of him. [ Giving his hand, 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellus, 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night ? 
Ber. I have ſeen nothing. 
Mar. Horatio ſays, *tis but our phantaſy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice ſeen of us 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this night; 
That if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and ſpeak to it, 
Hor. Tuſh, tuſh ! 'twill not appear. 
Ber. Sit down a while, 
And let us once again aſſail your ears, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What we have two nights ſeen. 
Hor. Well, fit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this, 
Ber. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame ſtar that's weſtward from the pole, 
Had made his courſe t' illume that part of heav'n 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myſelf, 
The bell then beating one 
Mar. Peace, break thee off. 


Zuter the Gn OsT. 


Look where it comes again. 
Ber. In the ſame figure hke the King that's dead, 
Mar. Thou art a ſcholar; ſpeak 10-it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the King? mark it, Horatio, 
Hor, Moſt like; it harrows me with tear aud wonder, 
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Ber. It would be ſpoke to, 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
Hor. What art thou that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the Majeſty of buried Denmark 
Did ſometime march? By Heav'n, I charge thee ſpeak, 
Mar, It is offended, 
Ber. See! it ſtalks away. 
Hor. Stay; ſpeak; I charge thee, ſpeak. 
[ Exit Ghoſt, 
Mar. *Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 
Ber. How now, Horatio? you tremble and look pale, 
Is not this fomething more than phantaſy? 
What think you of it ? 
Hor. Before mv God I might not this believe, 
Without the ſenſible and try'd avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 
Mar, Is it not like the King? 
Hor. As thou art to thyſelf. 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When he th? ambitious Norway combated : 
So frowu'd he once, when in an angry parle 
He ſmote the fleaded Polack on the ice. 
»Tis ſtrange 
Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at this dead hour; 
With martial ſtalk, he hath gone by our watch. 
Hor, In what particular thought to work, I know 
not; 
But, in the groſs and ſcope of my opinion, 
This bedes ſome ſtrange eruption to our (tate. 
Mar. Good now, fit down, and tell me he that knows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So wghtly toils the ſubjects of the land? 
And why ſuch daily caſt of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war? 
Why ſuch impreſs of ſhipwrights, whoſe ſore taſk 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weex ? 
What might me toward, that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joint labourer with the day ? 
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Who is't that can inform me? 
Hor. That can 1; 
At leaſt, the whiſper goes ſo. Our laſt King, 
Whole image but even now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride), 
Dar'd to the fight: in which our val ant Hamlet 
(For ſo this ſide of our known world eſt-eard him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras ; who, by ſeal'd compact, 
Well ratified by la of heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his life) all tboſe his lands 
W hich he ſtood ſeis'd of, to the conqueror : 
Againſt the which a moiety competent 
W as *gaged by our King; which had return 
To the inheritance of Fartinbras, 
Had he been vanquiſher; as by the ſame comart, 
A d carriage of the articles deſign'd, 
His fell to Hamlet. Now young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath in the ſkirts of Norway here and there 
Shark*'d up a lift of landleſs reſolutes, 
For food and diet, to {ome enterpriſe 
That hath a ſtomach in't: which is no other, 
As it doth well appear unto our ſtate, 
Bu! to recover of us by ſtrong hand, 
And terme compulfitory, thole foreſaid lands 
So by his father loft. And this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations, 
The ſource of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poſt-haſte and romage in the land. 
Ber. I think it be no other, but even lo. 
Well may it fort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ſo like the King, 
That was, and is the queſtion. of theſe wars. 
Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the moſt high and palmy ſtate of Rome, 
A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell, 
The graves ſtood tenanile(s ; the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueak and gibber in the Roman {treets ; | 
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Stars ſhone with trains of fire, dews of blood full; 
'Dilaſters veiPd the fun ; and the moitt ſtar, 


Upon whoſe influence Neptune's empire ſtands, 
Was ſick almoſt to doomidav with eclipſe. 

And even the like pre courſe of fierce events, 
As harbingers preceding ü the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on, 

Have heavn and earth together demonſtrated 
Unto our chmatures and countrymen. 


Euter GHOST again. 


But ſoft, behold! lo, where it comes again! 


Pl croſs it though it blaſt me. Stay, illuſion ! 
[ preading, is arme. 
If thou haſt an ſound, or ule of vo ge, 
Speak to me. 
If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do sale, and grace to me,; 
Speak ro me. 
If thou art privy to h country's fare, 
W hich, happily foreknowing may avoid, 
Oh (peak 
Or if thou ha upioarded, in thy life, 
Extorted treaſure, in the womb of earth, [Cock crows, 
For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death. 
Speak of it Stay, and fpeak--Stor it Marcellus. 
Mor. Shall U ſtrike at it with my parutan ? 
Hr, Do. if i will not ftand, 
Ber. ' Tis here 
410% * Tis here 
Mar. "T's gone. Exit Ghoſt, 
We wo it wrong, being fo mage, 
To offer it the he of violence; 
For it 1s as the air, ind ulncrab 
And our vain blows, malicious mockery, 
Bey. I: was about ro ipeak when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtared like a guilty thing 
Um à tearful-fummans. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the rinpet 10 the morn; 
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Dh wih his lofty and ſhrill-founding throat 
Awake the god of day; and at his warning, 
Whether in tea or fire, in earth or ar, 

The extravagant and erring ſpirit hies 

To his confine: and of the truth here! 

This preſent object made probation, 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some ſay, that ever 'gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
M erein eur Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
Ihe bird of dawning ſingeth all night long 
And then they e no {pirit walks abroad; 
The nights are wholeſome, then no planet Aries, 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm 
So hallow'd and fo gracious is de time 

Hor So have 1 heard, and do iu part believe it 
But look, the morn, mruſlet mant!. clad, 

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaitv ard hill. 
Break we our watch up, and, by me atvice, 
Let us impart what we hace feen ro ght 
Unto young Hamlet. For, upon uy ke, 
This ſpirit, dur.Þ io us will ipeak to him, 

Do you conſent. wi {hy'! acquaint zum with it, 
AS necgtul in our loves, ing gur CUTY, 

Mar. Let's det, | prav ; and J this morning know 
Where we {ha} tid jim mot conveniently. | Eve: 
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Changes tote Palace. 
Ez Croacrits King of Denmark, GERTRUDE the 


Og-ei HA LRT, POLONIUS; LAERTES, VOLTID 
Cr, COKNE! tus, Lords and A4'tciidants. 
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Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother”: 
Ae ama 
cmory be green, and that it fitted 
"0 bear our hearts in grief. and our whole kingdoi 
be ͤcontracted in one brow of woe; 
Yet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 
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That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourſelves. 
Therefore our ſometime fitter, now our Queen, 

Tl imperial jointreſs of this warlike late, 

Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, 

With on- auſpicious, and one dropping eve, 

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 

In equal ſcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 

Your-better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 

With this affair along: (for all, our thanks): 

Now follows, that yon know, young Fortinbras, 

Holding a weak ſuppoſal of our worth; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, 

Hur Nate to be disjoint, and out of frame; 

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage, 

He hath not fail'd to peſter us with meſlage, 

Importing the ſurrepder of theſe lands 

Loſt by his father, by all bands of law, 

To our moſt valiant brother. So much for him, 

Now for ourſelf, and for this rime of meeting : 

This much the buſineſs is. We have here writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, 

(Who, impo-ent, and bed-rid, ſcarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpoie), to ſuppreſs 

His further pate herein; in that the levies, 

The liſts, and full proportions are all made 

Out of his ſubjects: and we here diſpatch 

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway; 

Giving to you no further perſona} power 

To buſineſs with the King. more than the ſcope 

Which theſe dilated articles allow, 

Farewell, and let your haſte commend your duts, 
Vol. In that, and all things will we ſhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing; heartily fares ell. 

[ Exeunt Vol. and Corn, 

And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 

You told us of ſome ſuit. What is't, Laertes ? 

Vor. III. B 
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Lou cannot ſpeak of reaſon to the Dane, 
And loſe your voice. What wouldſt thou beg, Laertes, 
'That ſhall not be my offer, not thy aſking ? 
The blood is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumental to the mouth, 
Than to the throne of Denmark is thy father, 
What wouldſt thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread Lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence, though willingly, I came to Denmarl: 
To ſhew my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now I muſt confeſs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again tow'rd France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King. Have you your father's leave ? what ſays Po- 

lonius ? 

Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourſome petition, 
Wrung from me my flow leave; and, at the Jaſt, 
Upon his will I ſeaPd my hard conſent. 

I do beſeech you, give him leave to go. 

King Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine ; 
And thy belt graces ſpend it at thy will, 

But now, my Couſin Ramlet.—- Kind my fon 

Hem. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. 

[ Aſide, 

King. How is it that the cloud ſtill hangs on you? 

Hum. Not fo, my Lord, I am too mich i' th' fun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, caſt thy niphted colour off, 
And let thine eve look like a friend on Denmark, 

Do not for ever, with thy veiled lids, 
Seek for thy noble father in the duſt : 
Thou know' t tis common; all that live muſt die; 
Pailing through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Av, Madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it be, 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ! 

Ham. Seems, Madam? nay, it is; I know not, /cerus 7 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, yood mother, 

Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemm black, 
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Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eve, 
Nor the dejeted *haviour of the viſage, 
Together with all forms, woods, ſhews of grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed /e, 
For they are actions that a wan might play; 
But I have that within which paſleth ſhew: 
Theſe but the trappings and the ſuits of woe. 
King. Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 
To give theſe mourning duties to your father : 
But you muſt know, your father loſt a father; 
That father, his; and the furviver bound 
In filial obligation, for ſome term, 
To do oblequious forrow : but to perſevere 
In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs, unmanly grief ; 
It Hhews a will moſt incorrect to Heavn, 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 
An underſtanding fimpie, and unichooÞPd 2 
For what we know mult be, and is as common 
As anv the moſt vulgar thing to ſenſe, 
Why ſhould we, in our peeviſh oppoſicion, 
Take it to heart? Fv! 'tis a ſault to Hearn, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reaſon molt abſurd ; whoſe common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who ſtill hath cry'd 
From the ſirſt corſe, till he that died to-day, 
This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father: for let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our throne ; 
And with no leſs nobility of love, 
Than that which deareſt ſather bears his ſon, 
Do ] impart tow'rd you, For your intent 
In going back to ſchool to Wittenberg, 
It is molt retrograde to our deſire: 
And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 
Here in ike chear and comfort of our eye, 
B 2 
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Our chiefeſt courtier, couſin, and our ſon. 
Queen. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, Hamlet: 
I pr'ythee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg, 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, Madam. 
King. Why, *tis a loving and a fair reply; 
Be as ourſelf in Denmark. Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling to my heart; in grace whereof, 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds ſhall tell ; 
And the King's rowſe the heav'n thail bruit again, 
Relipeaking earthly thunder. Come, away. [Exewr: 


K 


Mauet HAMLET. 


Ham. O that this too too ſolid fleſh would melt, 

Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a dew ! 

Or that the Everlaſting had not fix'd 

His cannon 'gainſt ſelf- laughter! Oh God! oh Ged! 

How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable, 

Seem to me all the uſes of this world! 

Fy owt! oh fy! 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to ſeed ; things rank, and groſs in nature, 

Poſleſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this! 

But two months dead! nay, not ſo much; not two; — 

So excellent a King, that was to this 

Hyperion to a ſatyr: ſo loving to my mother, 

That he permitted not the winds of heav'n 

Viſit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth! 

Muſt I remember ——why, ſhe would hang on him, 

As if encreale of appetite had grown 

Ry what it fed on: yet, within a month 

Let me not think—— Frailty, thy name is VWomar / 

A little month! or e'er thoſe ſhoes were old 

With which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 

Like Niobe, all tears——- Why, ſhe, ev'n ſhe 

(O Heav'n ! a beaſt, that wants diſcourle of reaſon, 

Would have meurn'd longer)—— married with mine 
uncle, | 
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My father's brother; but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules. Within a month! 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears 

Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, 

She married. Oh, moſt wicked ſpeed, to poſt 
With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets ! 

It is not, nor 1t cannot come to good 

But break, my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue. 


S' e EN. E IV. 


Enter HORATIO, BERN ARDO, and MARCELLUS, 
Hor. Hail to your Lordihlip! 
Ham. I am glad to ſce you well: 
Horatio, —or 1 do forget myiclf. 
Hor, The fame, my Lord, and your poor ſervant ever, 
Hum. Sir, my good friend; I'il change that name 
with you. 
And what make you ſrom Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Marcelius! 
Tir M good Lord 
4am. 1 ain very glad to lee von; good morning, Sir, 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hor. A iruant diſpoſition, good my Lord. 
Him, I would not hear your eneiny lay fo; 
Nor hall you do mine ear that violence, 
To make it trütter of your own report 
Againſt yourtelf. know you are nv truint ; 
But what is your affair in Eifinoor - 
We<e'il teach you to drink deep ere vou depart. 
Hr. My Lord, I cams to lee vour tathe:%s funeral. 
Ham. I priythce, do not mock me, tel'ow-itudent 
I think it was to ſce my mother's wedding. 
Har. Indeed, my Lord. it follow'd hard upon, 
Haim. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the flncrai bak'd meats 
Di coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had wet my dearett foc in heav'n, 
Or ever 1 had ſeen that day, Hora io! 
My luther-—=methinks I iec my father. 
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For. Oh, where, my Lord? 
Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 
Hor. I ſaw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My Lord, I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw! who ?———— 
Hor. My Lord, the King your father, 
Ham, The King my father ! 
Hor. Seaſon your admiration but a while, 
With an attentive ear; till I deliver, 
Upon the witneſs of theſe gentlemen, 
This marvel to you, 
Ham For Heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor Two nights together had theſe gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waſte and middle of the nicht, 
Been thus encountred: a figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points exactly, cap-a- pie, 
Appears before them, and with ſolemn march 
Goes flow and ſtatelv by them; thrice he walk'd, 
By their oppreſs'd and fear- ſurpriſed eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length; whilit they (diſtill'd 
Almoſt to jelly with th' effect of fear) 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful ſecreey impart they did, 
And I with ihem the third night kept the watch; 
Where, as they had dehver'd both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes. I knew your father: 
Thefe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this ? 
Hor. My Lord, upon the platform where we watch'd; 
Ham. Did you not ſpeak to it? 
Hor. My Lord, I did; 
But anſwer made ic none. Yet once methought 
It lifted up us head, and did addreis 
Itſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 
But even then the morning cock crew loud; 
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And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 
And vaniſh'd from our ſight. 
Ham. * Tis very ftrange. 
Hr. As 1 do live, my honour'd Lord, "tis true; 
And we did think it « rit down in our duty 
Fo let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to- night? 
Both, We do, my Lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
Both Arm'd, my Lord. 
Hum. From top to toe? 
Both, My Lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then ſaw you not his face? 
Hor. Oh, yes, my Lord ; he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly? 
Hor. A count'nance more in tforrow than in anger”, 
Ham. Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very pale, 
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. I would I had been there! 
Hor, It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like. Staid it Jong ? 
Her. While one, with moderate haite, might tell a 
hundred. 
Both. Longer, longer. 
Hcy. Not when I faw'r. 
Ham. His beard was grifled? no. 
Hor, It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, 
A lable ſilver'd. | 
Ham. I'll watch to-night ; perchance twill walk 
again. 
Hor. F warrant you, it will, 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble father's perſon, 
VP]! ipeak to it, though bell itſelf thould gape, 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceaPd this fight, 
Let it be ten'ble in your filence Biull 
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And whatſoever ſhall befal to- night, 
Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue. 
I will requite your loves : ſo fare ye well. 
Upon the platform 'twixt eleven and twelve 
I'll viſit you, 
All. Our duty to your Honour. [ Exeunt. 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to. you: farewell. 
My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well, 
I doubt ſome foul play : *would the night were come ! 
Till then, fit down, my foul : foul deeds will rite 
(Tho' all the earth o'ervie!m them) io men's ey es 
[Exit, 


N V. 


Changes to an Apartment in Polonius's houſe, 
Enter LAERTES 03d OPHELIA, 


Laer. My neceſſuries are embark'd, fare well; 
And, ſiſter, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is aſſiſtance, do not ſflecp, 
Bu! let me hear from you. 
Op. Do vou doubt that? 
Laer For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fathion, and a toy in blood; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature; 
Forward, not permanent ; thou? iweet, not laſting; 
The perfume, and ſuppliance of a minute; 
No more 
Oph. No more but fo ? 
Luer. Think it no more: 
For Nature, creſcent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and foul 
Grows wide withal, Perbaps he loves you now; 
And now no foil of cautel doth beftnerch 
The virtue of his will: but you muſt fear, 
His greaineis weigu'd, his will 1s uot his own; 
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For he himſelf is ſubject to his birth. 
He may not, as unvalued perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf ; for on his choice depends 
The ſafety and the health of the whole ſtate ; 
And therefore mutt his choice be circumſcrib'd 
unt. Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he's head. Then, if he ſays he loves you, 
It fits your wifdom ſo far to believe it, 
e! As he in his peculiar act and place 
May give his ſaying deed; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
it. Then weigh what loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with tov credent ear you liſt his fongs ; 
Or loſe your heart; or your chafte treaſure open 
To his unmaſter'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear ſiſter ; 
And keep within the rear of your affection, 
Out of the fhot and danger of deſire, 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 
Tf the unmaſk her beauty to the noon, 
Virtue itſelf *ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes ; 
The canker galls the infant of the ſpring, 
Toe oft before their buttons be diſclos'd; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaſtments are molt eminent, 
Be wary then, beit ſafety lyes in fear; 
Youth to itſelf rebels, though none elſe near. 
Op. 1 ſhalt th' effects of this good leſſon keep, 
As watchmen to my heart. But, good my brother, 
Vo not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, 
dheu me the ſteep and thorny way to heav'n; 
Whilſt he, a puft and reckleſs libertine, 
IIimſelf the primrole path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read, 
Laer. Oh, fear me not, 


— — A. 
— — 
— —i¼ 


— COIN —— — — co 


22 u N NM i m N Aal 


. 


Enter POL ONIUS. 
I ſtay too long; — but here ry father comes. 


85 ? 
A double bleſling is a double grace; 
Occaſon ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! abroad, abroad for ſhame ; 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder. of your fail, 
And you are ſtaid for. There, my bleſling with you; 
[Laying liis hand on Laertes's head, 
And theſe few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar ; 
The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Crapple them to thy foul with hooks of ſteel: 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Ot each new-hatick'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Ot entarnce to a quarre] : but being in, 
Bear*t that the oppoſed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear; but few thy voice. 
Take each man's cenſure ; but reſerve thy judgment, 
Colt!y thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 
But not expreſs'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 
And they in France of the beſt rank and ſtation 
Are moſt leie& and generous, cluef in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: 
For loan oft loſes both itſelf and friend; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of huſbandry, 
This above all; to thine own lelf be true; 
And it muſt follow, as the light the day, 
Thou canſt not then be falle to any man. 
Farewell, my blefling ſeaſon this in thee ! 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my leave, my Lord. 
Pol. The time inveſts you; go, your ſervants tend. 
Laer. Farewell, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid, 


* 
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Oph. Tis in my mem'ry lock'd, 
And you yourſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewell [ Exit Laer. 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you? 
Op. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the Lord 
Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry, well bethought! 
Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 


Given private time to you; and you yourleIf 


Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous, 
Tf it be to, (as fo ®tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution), 1 muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand yourſelf ſo clearly, 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour, 
What is between you? give me up the truth. 
Opt. He hath, my Lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 
Pol. Affection! puh! you ſpeak like a green girl, 
Unſifred in ſuch peritous circumſtance. 
Do vou believe his tenders, as you call them? 
Oph, Ido not know, n:y Lord, what 1 *hould think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll reach you; think yourſelf a baby; 
That you have ta'en his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterhng Tender yourteli more dearly ; 
Or (not to crack the wind! of the poor phrale, 
Wringing it thus) you'll tender me a fool. 
Op.. My Lord, he hath inportun'd me with love, 
In honeurabie faſhion. 
Pol. Ay, faſhion vou may calPt : go to, go to, 
Oph. And hath giv'n count'nance to his ſpeech, my 
Lord, 
With alwo{t all the holy vows of heav'n. 
Pol. X, fpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the foul 
Lends the tongue vows. Thele blazes, oh my daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, extinct in both, 
Even in the promiſe as it is a-making, 
You riuſt not take for fire. From this time, 
Be ſomewhat ſcauter of your maiden-prelence, 
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Set vour intraitments at a higher rate, 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young; 
And with a larger teher he may walk, 
Than way be given you. In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe bis vows ; for they are brokers, 
Not of that dye which their inveſtments ſhew, 
But mere implorers of unholy ſuits, 
Breathing like ſanctified and pious bauds, 
The better to beguile. This is for afl: 
I would not. in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you t9 ſlander any moment's leiture. 
As to give words to talk to the Lord Hamlet. 
T. ook ot, I charge you. Come your way. 
Oph. I thall obey, my Lord. LZxeunt. 


S S EN IE VII. 
Changes to a Platform before the Palace. 


Enter HAMLET, HORATIO, and MARCELLUS. 


Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold. 

Flor. It 1s a nipping and an eager air, 

Ham. What hour now ? 

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is . ick. 

Hor. I heard it no; it then draws near the ſeaſon 
Wherein the ſpirit held nis wont to walk 

[ Nezſe of warlike muſic within, 

What does this nean, my Lord? 

Ham. The King doth walk to-night, and takes his 

rouſe, 

Keeps waſſel, and the ſwagg'riug up- ſpring reels; 
Aud as he drains his & aughts of Kheniſh down, | 
Te kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out | 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Wir. Is it a cuſtom? 

Ham. Ay, marry is't. 
But, to my mind, though I am native here, 
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And-to the manner born, it is a cuſtom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance, 


Enter GnosT., 


Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes! 

Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us ! 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bringſt with thee airs from heav'n, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy advent wicked or charitable, 

Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 

That I will ſpeak to thee, TI call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane: oh! anſwer me; 

Let me not burſt in ignorance ; but tell, 

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearſed in earth, 

Have burſt their cearments ? why the ſepulchre, 

Wherein we ſaw thee quietly inurn'd, 

Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To caſt thee up again? What may this mean? 

That thou, dead corſe, again, in compleat ſteel, 

Re viſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 

Making night hideous, and us fools of nature 

So horribly to ſhake our diſpoſition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls? 

Say, why is this? wherefore ? what ſhould we do? 

[Ghoſt beckons to Hamlet. 

Hoy. It beckons you to go away with it, 

As if it ſome impartment did deſire 

Te you alone. 

Mar. Look with wi:at courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground, 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. [ Holding Hamlet, 

Ham. It will not ſpeak ; then J will follow it. 

Hoy. Do not, my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear? 

J do not ſet my life at a pin's fee; 

And, for my ſoul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itſelf ? 

It waves me forth again, —PLll follow it 

VOI. III. 
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Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er its baſe into the ſea ; 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Which might deprave your ſov'reignty of reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs ? think of it. 
The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea ; 
And hears it roar beneath, 
Ham. It waves me ſtill : go on, Ill follow thee, 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord, 
Ham. Hold off your hands. 
ar. Be ruPd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. 
Still am I call'd : unhand me, Gentlemen 
[ Breaking from them, 
By Heav'n T'il make a ghoſt of him that holds me 
J fav, away——go on I'll follow thee 
[ Exeant Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes deſp'rate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow, 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after. To what iſſue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmark, 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him, [ Excunt, 


SCE NE. VI! 


Changes to a more remote part of the Platfurm. 


Re-enter GHosT and HAMiET. 


lam. Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak; I'll go no 
further. 

Ghoſt, Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoſt. My hour is almoſt come, 


t. 
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When I to ſulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muit render up mylelt. 
Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt ! 
G/tojt, Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what 1 thall unfold. 
Ham. Speak, J am bound to hear, 
G1»/t. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt hear, 
Ham. What ? 
Ghoſt. I am'thy father's ſpirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
And, tor the day, contin'd too falt in fires ; 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of wy prifon-houle, 
I couid a tale unfold, wiwvtec hghteft word 
Would harrow up thy toul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, (tart from their ſpueres, 
Thy knotty and combined Jocks to part, 
Aud cach particular hair to ftand on end, 
Like Quills upon the fretful porcupine: 
But this eternal blazon may not be 
To cars of H th and blood; litt, liſt, oh liſt! 
t thou didtt ever thy dear father love 
Ham. O Heaven! 
Gut. Revenge nis foul and moſt unnatural murder. 
Ham Murder! 
Cut. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But e this molt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 
Hani. Harte me to know it, that 1, with wings as 
{witt 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May ſwerp to my revenge. 
G/oft. 1 find thee apt; 
And duller jthouluit thou be, than the fat weed 
That roots 1tieli in eale on Lethe's whart, 
Would thou not ſtir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
*Tis given out, that, ſleeping in my orchard, 
A lerpent {ſtung me. So, the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged procels of my deaih 
( 2 
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Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. Oh, my prophetic ſoul ! my uncle? 

Ghoſt. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous gifts, 
(O wicked wit, and gifts that have the power 
So to ſeduce !) won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous queen. 

Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there ! 

From we, whole love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand ev'n with the vow 

I made to her in marriage; and to decline 

Upon a wretch, whote natural gifts were poo 

To thoſe of mine! 

But Virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 

Though lewdnels court it in a ſhape of heaven ; 
So Luſt, though to a radiant angel link'd, 

Will ſate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 

And prey on garbage 
But, ſoft ! methinks I ſcent the morning air 
Brief let me be: fleeping within mine orchard, 
My cuſtom always of the afternoon, 

Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole 

With juice of curſed hebenon in a phial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

The leperous diſtilment; whole effect 

Holds ſuch an enmuy with blood of man, 
That iwift as quick-ſilver it courſes through 
The nat'ral gates and alleys of the body; 

And with a ſudden vigour, it doth potlet 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholeſome blood: ſo did it mine, 
And a molt inſtant tetter bark'd about, 

Moſt lazar like, with vile and lothſome cruſt 
All my ſmooth body, 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of crown. of queen, at once diſpatch'd; 
Cut of even in the bloſſoms of my ſm, 


ad I. PRINCE of DENMARK. 29 


Unhouſel'd, unanointed, unaneal'd: 

No reck'ning made, but ſent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible ! oh horrible! moſt horrible ! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

But howloever thou puriu'lt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 
Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to Heaven, 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm ſhews the matin to be near, 

And *gins to pale his uneffectual fire. 

Adieu, adieu, adieu: remember ins. [ Exis. 


Ham. Oli, all you hoſt of heawn ! oh earth! what elſe?. 


And {hall 1 couple hell? oh fy! hold my heart: 
And you, my finews, grow not inſtant old; 

But bear me ſtiffly up. Remember thee ! 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 
In this diſtracted giube; remember thee ! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

J'il wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All taws of books, all forms, all preilures paſt, 
That youth and obtervation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Lnmw'd with baler matter. Yes, by Heav'n ; 
Ol, molt pernicious woman! 

Jh villain, villain, fmiling damned villain ! 

My tabies, meet it is I ſet ii down, 

That one may ſmile, and ſwmile, and be a villain; 
At leaſt, l'm ture it may be fo in Denmark. [ Vriting. 
So, uncle, there you are; now to my word; 

It is, Adieu, adieu, remember me: 

Ye LWOLD i — 
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Enter Ho RATIO and MARCELLUS» 


Hor. My Lord, my Lord, 
Mar. Lord Hamlet, 
Hor. Heav'n ſecure him! 
Mar. So be it. 
Hor. IIlo, ho, ho, my Lord! 
Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy; come, bird, comes 
Mar. How is't, my noble Lord ? 
Hor. What news, my Lord? 
Ham. Oh, wonderful ! 
Hor. Good my Lord, tell it.. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my Lord, by Heav'n. 
Mar. Nor I, my Lord, 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart of man once 
think it ? 
But you'll be ſecret 
Both. Ay, by Heav'n, my Lord. 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Denmarl:, 
But he's an arrant knave. 
Hor. There needs no ghoſt, my Lord, come-from 
the arave 
To tell us this. 
Ham. Why, right, you are i“ th” right; 
And lo, without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part; 
You, as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point you; 
(For every man has buſineſs and deſire, 
Such as it is); and, for my own poor part, 
J will go pray. 
Hor. Theſe are but wild and whurling words, my 
Lord, 
Ham, I'm forry they offend you, heartily ; 
Yes, heartily. | 
Hor. There's no offence, my Lord. 
Ham. Yes, by St Patrick, but there is, my Lord'; 
And much oſtence too, Touching this viſion here 
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Tt is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you : 

For vour deſire to know what is between us, 

O'er-maſter it as you may. And now, good friends, 

As you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 

Give me one poor requeſt, 

Hor. What is't, mv Lord? 

Hom. Never make known what you have ſeen to-niglit. 

Bt. My Lord, we will not. 

Him. Nav, but ſwear't 

Hor. In faith, my Lord. not J. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith, 

Ham. Upon mv ſword. 

Mar. We have ſworn, my Lord, already. 

Ham, Indeed, upon my {word, indeed. 

Ghoſt. Swear, [Ghoſt cries under the ſtage, 

Ham, Ah ha, boy, ſayſt thouſo? art thou there, 
true-penny ? 

Come on, you hear this fellow in the cellaridge, 

Conſent to ſwear. 

Hor. Propoſe the oath, my Lord. 
Ham. Never 10 {peak of this that you have ſeen, 

Swear by my ſword, 

G/oſt. Swear. 
Ham. Hic et ubique © Then we'll ſhift our ground, 

Come hither, Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands again upon my ſword. 

Never to ſpeak of this which you have heard, 

Swear by my ſword. 

Ghoſt Swear by his ſword, 
Ham. Well ſaid, old mole ; can'ſt work i' th? ground 
ſo faſt ? 

A worthy pioneer! Once more remove, good friends, 
Hor Oh day and night! but this is wondrous ſtrange, 
Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger give it weizome. 

There are more hings in heav'n and carth, Horatio, 

Than are dreain'd of in your philoſophy. But come, 

Here, as before, never, (ſo help you mercy I), 

How Hang or odd ſoe'er I bear myſelf. 

(As J, perchance, hereaſter {hall think meed 
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To put an antic diſpoſition on), 

That you, at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall, 

With arms incumbred thus, or this head-ſhake, 

Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, 

As, Well we know; or, We could, and, If we 
would. 

Or, If we liſt to ſpeak ; — or, There be, and if there 
might 

(Or ſuch ainbiguous givings out), denote 

That you know aught of me; this do ve ſwear, 

So grece and mercy at your moſt need help you ! 

Swear. 

Gh. Swear. 
Ham. Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit. So, Gentlemen, 

With all my love do I commend me to you 

And what ſo poor a man as Hamlet is 

May do 1 expreſs his love and friending to you, 

God willing, ſhall not lack : let us go in together, 

And ſtill your fingers on your lips, I pray: 

The time is out of joint; oh, curſed ſpight! 

That ever I was born to ſet it right. 

Nay, come, let us go together. [ Exeun?, 


32-26 . 
An Apartment in Polomius's Houſe, 


Euter Poli oxivs and REYNOLDO. 


PortoONIUs. 
6 him this money, and theſe notes, Reynoldo. 
Rey. I will, my Lord 
Pol. You ſhall do marvellous wiſely, good Reynoldo, 
Pe fore you viſit him, to make enquiry 
Of his behaviour, 
Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Marry, well ſaid; very well ſaid, Look vou, 
Sir, 
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Inquire me firſt what Danſkers are in Paris; 
And how,. and who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence ; and finding, 
By this incompaſſment and drift of queſtion, 
That they do know my ſon, come you more near; 
Then your particular demands will touch it; 
Take you as 'twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 
As thus I know his father and his friends, 
And, in part, him, Do you mark this, Reynoldo ? 
Rey. Ay, very well, my Lord. 
Pol. And, in part, him—but, you may ſay—Not well; 
But if't be he I mean, he's very wild; 
addicted fo and ſo——and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe ; marrv, none fo rank, 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that; 
But, Sir, ſuch wanton, wild, and uſual ſlips, 
As are companions noted and moiſt known 
To youth and liberty, 
Rey. As gaming, my Lord —— 
Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 
Quarrelling, drabbing. You may go ſo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would diihonour him. 
Pol. Faith, no, as you may ſcaſon it in the charge; 
You mult not put an utter ſcandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency, 
That's not my meaning ; but breathe his faults {s 
quaintly, 
That they may ſeem the taints of liberty; 
The flaſh and outbreak of a fiery mind, 
A ſavageneſs in unreclaimed blood 
Of general aſſault. 
Rey. But, my good Lord 
Pol. Wherefore ſhould you do this ? 
Rey. Ay, ay, my Lord, I would knoy that. 
Pol. Marry, Sir, here's my drift ; 
And I believe it is a fetch of wit. 
You laying theſe ſlight follies on my ſon, 
As 'twere a thing a little foiPd i' th? working, 
Mark you, your party in converſe, he you would ſound, 
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Having ever ſeen, in the prenominate crimes, 
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be aflur'd, 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence ; 
Good vir, or Sire, or Friend, or Gentleman, 
(According to the phraſe or the addition 
Of man and country). 
Rey. Very good, my Lord, 
Pol. And then, Sir, does he this: 
He does, what was I about to ſay ? 
I was about to ſay ſomething—where did I leave ! — 
Rey. At *© cloles in the conſequence,” 
Pol. At cloſes in the conlequence Ay, marry. 
He cloſes thus: I know the gentleman, 
I faw him yeſterday, or t'other day, 
Or then, with ſuch and ſuch; and, as you ſay, 
There was he gaming, there o'ertook in's rowſe, 
There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance, 
I ſaw him enter ſuch a houie of ſale, 
Vzdelicet, a brothel, or ſo, for ſooth. See you now; 
Your bait of falſehood takes this carp of truth; 
And thus do we of wiſdom and of reach, 
With windlaces, and with aſſays of bias, 
By indirections find directions out: 
So by my former lecture and advice 
Shall you my fon. You have me, have you not? 
Rey. My Lord, I have. 
Pl. God b' wi' you; fare you well. 
Rey. Good my Lord 
Pol. Obſerve his inclination ev'n yourſelf, 
Rey. 1 ſhall, my Lord. 
Pol. And let him play his muſic, 
Roy. Well, my Lord, [ Exif, 


e II. 
Enter OPHELIA. 


Pol. Farewell. How now, Ophelia, what's the 
matter ? 


Op. Alas, my Lord, I have been ſo affrighted ! 


II. 


> 


. 
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Pol. With what, in the name of Heav'n? 
Oph. My Lord, s I was ſewing in my cloſet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrac'd, 
No hat upon his head. his ſtockings looſe, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyred to his ancle ; 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look ſo piteous in purport, 
As if he had been looled out of hell, 
To ſpeak of horrors ; thus he comes before me. 
Pl Mad for thy love ? 
Op.. My Lord. I do not know; 
But truly 1 do fear it. 
Pal. W hat (aid he? 
Oph. He took me bv the wriſt, and held me hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his acm; 
And with his other hand, thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As lie would draw it. Long time ſtaid he ſo; 
At laſt a little ſhaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a ſigh, fo piteous and profound, 
That it did ſcem to ſhatter all his bulk, 
Ard end his being. Then he lets mie go, 
And, with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 
He ieenr'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help, 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me. 
Pol Come, go with me, I will go ſeek the King: 
This i= the very ecſtaſy of love; 
Whoie violent property foregoes itſelf, 
And leads the will to delp'rate undertakings, 
As oft as any pathon under heav'n, 
That does affii&t our natures, I am forrv ; 
What, have you giv'n him any hard words of late? 
Pol. No, my good Lord; but as you did command, 
did repel his letters, and deny'd 
His acceſs to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
Im ſorry, that with better ſpeed and judgment 
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I had not noted him. I fear'd he trifled, 

Ar meant to wreck thee : but beſhrew my jealouſy ; 

It ſeems it is as proper to our age 

To caſt beyond ourſelves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To lack diſcretion. Come; go we to the King. 

This muſt be known ; which, being kept cloſe, might 
move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love, [ Exennt, 


. III. 
Changes to the Palace. 


Enter KING, QUEEN, ROSINCRANTZ, GUILDEN« 
STERN, Lords, aud other Aitendants. 


King. Welcome, dear Roſincrantz and Guilderſtern ! 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 
Our haſty tending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation; ſo I call it. 
Since not th* exterior, nor the invard man 
Reſ-1bles that it was. What ſhould it be 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th' underſtanding of himſelf, 
1 cannot dream of TI entreat vou both, 
That being of ſo young days brought up with him, 
And ſince fo neighbour'd to his youth and 'haviour, 
That you vouchſafe your reft here in our court 
Some little time; ſo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather, 
So much as from occaſions you may glean, 
If ought to us unknown afflicts him thus, 
That, open'd, lyes within our remedy. 

Queen Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 
And ſure I am, two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres, If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry and good- will, 
As to extend your time with us a while, 


lit 
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For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 
Your viſitation ſhall receive ſuch thanks, 
As fits a King's renienbrance. 
No/ Both your Majeſtres 
Might by the lov 'reipn power you have of us 
Put your dread pleaturcs more into command 
1 640 to entreaty. 
Guil. But we both obey, 
And here give up ourſelves, in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervice freely at vour feet. 
King. Thanks, Roſincrantz and gentle Guildenſtern. 
Queen. Thanks, Guildenſtern and gentle Koſincrantz. 
Anu 1 beleech you inliantly to viſit 
I, too much changed ton. Go, {ome of ye, 
And bring theſe cemlemen where Hamlet is. 
Cuil. Heav'ns make our preſence and our practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him! [| Exenunt Rol. aud Cuil. 
Deen. Amen. 


Euter POLONIUS., 


PA. Ti? ambaſſadors from Norwav, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. 
King. Thou till haſt been the father of good news. 
Pol Have 1, my Lord? aſſure you, my good Liege, 
I bold my duty, as I hold my ſoul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 
And f do tiink, (or elſe this brain of nine 
Hunts not the trail of policy fo ſure 
As IT have us'd to do), that I have found 
Tie very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 
King. Oh, ſpeak of that, that do I long to hear, 
Pol. Give ſirſt admittance to th' ambailidors : 
My news all be the fruit to that great feaſt. 
King. Thyſelf do grace to them, and bring them in. 
[ Exit Pol. 
He tells me, my ſweet Queen, that he hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſon's diſtemper. 
Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main, 
His father's death, and our o'erhaity marriage, 
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Re-enter POLONIUS, with VOLTIMAND, and CoR- 
NELIUS. 


King. Well, we ſhall ſift him. — Welcome, my good 
friends! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 
Volt. Moſt fair return of greetings and deſires. 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His nephew's levies, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation *painſt the Polack : 
But, better look'd into, he truly found, 
It was againſt your Highneſs : whereat griev'd, 
That ſo his ſickneſs, age, and impotence 
Was falſely borne in hand, ſends out arreſt, 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give th' aſſay of arms againſt your Majeſty, 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thouſand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commiſſion to employ thoſe ſoldiers, 
So levied as before, againſt the Polock : 
With an entreaty, herein further ſhewn, 
Tliat it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your dominions for this enterpriſe, 
On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance, 
As therein are ſet down. | 
King, It likes us well; | 
And at our more conſider'd time we'll read, 
Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. 
Man time, we thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your reſt; at night we'll feaſt together. 

Moſt welcome home ! [ Exit Ambaf. 
Pol. This buſineſs is well ended. 
My Liege, and Madam, to expoſtulate 
What majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, 
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Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time. 
Therefore, ſince brevity's the foul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs the limbs and outward flouriſhes, 
I will be brief: your noble fon is mad. 
Mad, call lit: for, to define true madueſs, 
What is't, but to be nothing elſe but mad: 
But let that go. 

Nuten. More matter with lefs art, 

Pol. Madam, I fwear, I uſe no art at all 
That he is mad, ?tis true; 'tis true, 'tis pity 3 
And pity ?tis, 'tis true; a fooliſh figure; 
But farewell it; for I will uſe no art. 
Mid Jet us grant him then; and now remains 
T at we find out the cautle of this effect, 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect, 
For this effect, de fective, comes by cauſe ; 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 

pend. 

J have a daughter; have, whilſt ſhe is mine; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath giv'n me this; now gather, and ſurmiſe. 


Per- 


He opens a letter and reads. 


To the celeſtial, and my ſhul's idol, the moſt beau ti ſied 
OYhνia.— That's an ill phraſe, a vile phraſe: beautifted 
is a vile phraſe; but you ſhall hear —-Theſe to her 
excellont white boſom, te. — 

Qucen, Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Fil, Good Madam, ſtay a while, I will be faithful. 

Doubt tiou the lars are fire; LKeoding. 
Doubt that the ſun doth move; 

Doubt trutii to be a lyar, 
But never doubt I love. 

Oh, dear Ophelia, I am ill at theſe numbers; I have not 
at to reckon my groaus ; but that I love thee beſt, ol: 
n heſt, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, moſt dear Lady, whilſt 
this machine is to him, HAMLET, 
D 2 
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This in obedience hath my daughter ſhewn me; 
And, more above, hath his folicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine car. 
Ming. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his love? 
Pol. What do you think of me ? 
Ki,g As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove ſo. But what might yon 
think? 
When J had ſeen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I preceiv'd it, I mult tell you that, 
Before my anger told me), what might you, 
Or my dear Mijeity your Queen here, think? 
If I had plav'd the Getk or table-book, 
Or giv'a my heart a working mute and dumb, 
Or look'd upon this love with idle ſigiit; 
What jake you think? no, I went round to work, 
And my voung miſtreſs thus I did betpeak 3 : 
Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy iphere, 
t be; and then I precepts gave her. 
That ſhe ſhould lock herſelf from his retort, 
Admit ro meſlengers, reccive no tokens: 
W:ich done, ſee to the fruits of my device; 
For, he repullcd, a {hort tale to make, 
Fell to a fadneis, then into a faſt, 
thence into a weakne(:, 
"hence to a lightneis ; and, by this declenſion, 
Into the madnels wherein now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 
King. Do you think this? 
Cieen. It may be very likely, 
Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time, I'd fain know that, 
That I have poſitively ſaid, *tis fo, 
When it prov'd otherwile ? 
King. Not that I know. 
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe. 
[ Pointing to his read and ſhoulder, 
If circumſtances lead me, I Wil find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre, 
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King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know, ſometimes he walks for hours together, 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At ſuch a time I'll looſe my daughter to him ;- 
Be you and I behind an arras then, 
Mark the encounter; if he love her not, 
And be not from his realon faiPn thereon, - 
Let me be no alliſtant for a ſtate, 
But keep a farm and carters. 

King. We will try it. 


. V. 
Enter HAMLET reading. 


Queen. But look where, ſadly, the poor wretch comes 


reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, both away, 
II board him preſently, [ Exeunt King and Queen. 


Oh, give me leave. 
Hamlet ? 
Ham. Well, God o'mercy. 
%. Do vou know me, my Lord? 

Ham Excellent well, you are a fiſhmonger. 

Bo Not I, my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would vou were ſo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honeſt, my Lord? 

Ham. Ay, Sir; to be honeſt as this world goes, 13 
to be one man pick'd out of ten thouſaud. 

P. That's very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the fun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
Zeing a god, kithng cu errion 
Have you a daugiter 

Pol. I have, my 3 

Ham. Let her not walk i' th' ſun; conception 1* a 
bleſling, but not as your daughter may conceive, 
Friend, Jook to'r, 

Pol. How lay you by that? ſtill harping on my 

daughter! 
Let he kus 1 me not at firſt; he laid I was a fiſumenger, 
| D 2 


How does my good Lord 
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He is far gone; and, truly, in my youth, [ Aſide, 
I \uffer'd much extremity for love; 
Very near this. PII ſpeak to him again. 
What do you read, my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Between whom ? 

Pol. I mean the matter that vou read, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Sir: for the ſatyrical flave fays 
here, that old men have grey beards : that their face? 
are wrinkled; their eyes purging thick amber, and 
plumtree gum; and that they have a plentiful lack of 
wit; together with moſt weak hams. All which, Sir, 
though I moſt powerfully and potently believe, yet I 
hold it not honeſtly to have it thus ſet down ; for your- 
ſelf, Sir, ſhall be as old as I am, if, like a crab, you 
could go backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnets, yet there's method in't, 
Will you walk out of the air, my Lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that is out o' th' air: 
How pregnant (lometimes) his replies are? 
A happineſs that often madnets hits on, 
Whica ſanity and realon could not be 
So proſp'rouſty deliver'd of. I'M leave him, 
And ſuddenly contrive he means of meeting 
Between him and my daughter. 
My honourable Lord, I will moſt humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing that 
J will more willingly part withal, except my life, 

Pol. Fare you well, my Lord. 

Ham. Thele tedious old fools |! 

Pet. You go to ſeek Lord Hamlet; there he is. LZxit. 


SCE: NE. VE 


Enter ROSINCRANTZ and GUILDENSITERN: , 
R/, God fave you, Sir 
Cuil. Mine honvur'd Lord! 


It. 
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Roſ. My mott dear Lord! 
Ham. My excellent good friends! How doſt thou, 
Gaildenitern ? 
Oh, Rofincrantz, good lads! how do ve both? 

R/ As the indifferent children ot the earth. 

Cuil Happy, in that we are not over-happy; on 
Fortune's cap we are not ihe very button. 

Ham. Nor the foals of her {hoe ? 

/. Neither, my Lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waiſt, or in the mid- 
dle of her favours ? 

Cuil. Faith, in her privates we. 

Him. In the ſecret parts of Fortune? oh, moſt true; 
ihe is a ſtrumpet. What neus? 

Roj. None, my Lord; but that the world's grown. 
honuctt. 

H Then is dooms-day near; but your news 15 
not true. Let me queſtion more in particular. What 
have you, ni good friends, deferved at the hands cÞ. 
Ferune, that ſhe ſends vou to priſon hither? 

Cuil. Prilon, my Lord! 

Him, Denmark's a priſon. 

7 Tuen is the world one. 

hum, A goodly one, in wnich there are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being one o“ 
th worlt. | 

%, We think not fo, my Lord. 

Him, Why, then, 'tis none to vu ; for there is no- 
thing either good or bad, but thneing mares it ſo. 


To imme 1t is a priſon. 

Rif. Why, then your ambition makes it one: tis 
too narrow for your mind. 

ham. Oh God, 1 could be bounded in a nut- ſhell, 
and count myſelf a king of infinue ſpace, were it not 
that 1 have bad dicains 

Cuil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; for the 
very {ubſtunce of the ambmious is merely the fiadow 
of a dream. | 

Ham, A dream itſelt is but a ſhadow, 


. 
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Roſ. Truly, and J hold ambition of fo airy and light 
a quality, that it is but a ſhadow's ſhadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies; and our mo- 
narchs and outſtretch'd heroes, the beggars ſhadows. 


Shall we to th' court? for, by my fay, I cannot reaſon. 


Both. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not fort you with the 
reſt of my ſervants: for, to ſpeak to you like an honeſt 
man, I am moſt dreadfully attended; but, in the beaten 
way of friendſhip, what make you at Elfinoor ? 

Roſ. To viſit you, my Lord; no other occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks; 
but I thank you; and ſure, dear friends, my thanks 
are too dear of a halfpenny. Were you not lent for? 
is it vour own inclining? is it a free viſitation ? Come, 
deal juſtly with me ; come, come ; nay, ſpeak, 

Cuil. What ſhould we ſay, my Lord? 

Ham. Any thing, but to the purpoſe. You were ſent 
for; and there is a kind of confeſſion in your looks, 
which your mode ſties have not craft enough to colour. 
1 know the good King ard Queen have f{-nt for you, 

Rof. To what end, my Lord? 

Ham. That you muſt teach me; but let me conjure 
vou by the rights of our fellowibip, by the conſonancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-prelerved 
love, and by what more dear a better propoſer could 
charge you withal, be even and direct with me, whe- 
ther you were ſent for or no? 

Roſ. What ſay you? [To Guild. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you: if you love 
me, hold not off, 

Gil, Ny Lord, we were lent for. 

Ham, I will tell you why; fo ſhall my anticipation 
tre vent your diſcovery, and your ſecrecy to the King 
and Qieen moult no feather. I have of late, but 
wherefore I know not, loſt all my mirth, foregone all 
cuſtom of exerciſe ; and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my diſpoſition, that this goodly frame, the earth, feems 
to me a ſteril promontory ; this moſt excellent canopy; 
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the air, look you, this brave o'erhanging Ermament, 
this majeſtical roof fretted with golden fire, why. it 
appears no other thing to me, than a foul ani pe- 


lent congregation of vapours. What a piece of vir 


is a man! how noble in reaſon! bow mtinite in ficul- 
ties! in form and moving how expreſs and adm. tet! 
in action how like an angel! in apprehenfivn how be 
a god! the beauty of the world, the paragon of au- 
mals; and yet to me, what is this quinteiience of da? 
Man delights not me, nor woman neither; thoug: vy 
your {miling you ſcem to fay fo. 

Roſe. My Lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in my thoughts, 

Ham, Why did you laugh, when I {aid man gel. 
not me ? 

R/. To think, my Lord, if vou delight not in man, 
what lenten entertainment the players thall recci:e 
from you. We accoſted them on the way, and hiiner 
are they coming to offer you their ſervice. 

Ham. He that plays the king {hall be welcome; lus 
majeſty hall have tribute of me; the adventurous 
knight fhall uſe his foil and target; the lover thall nor 
ſiah gratis; the humorous man ſhall end his part in 
peace; the clo on ſhall make thoſe laugh whoſe Jun 2s 
are tickled o' th' ſcre; and the lady ſhall fay her miud 
reel, or the blank verſe ſhall halt for't, What players 
are they? 

Rof, Even thole you were wont to take delight in, 
ihe tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it they travel? their reſidence 
both in reputation and profit was better, both ways. 

Noſ. I think their inbibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 
when I was in the city? are they fo follow'd ? 

Roſ. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? do they grow ruſty ? 

No. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace: 
but there is, Sir, an aciry of children, little eyales ; 
lat Cry out on the top of queſtion, and are molt tyrau- 
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nically clapt ſor't. Theſe are now the faſhion, and 
ſo berattle the common fiages, (ſo they call them), that 
many wearing rapiers are afraid of goole-quills, and 
dare {carce come hither, 

Ham. What, are they children? who maintains 'em? 
how are they eſcorted ? will they purſue ihe quality no 
longer than they can ſing ? will they not ſay afterwards, 
if they ſhould grow themſelves to com on players? (as 
it is moſt like, if their means are no better); their wri- 
ters do them wrong to make them exclaim 2gainl{t their 
own tucecſhion. 

Roſ. Faith, there has been much to do on both ſides ; 
and the nation holds it no fin to tarre then on to con— 
troverſy There was for a while no money bid for 
argument, unleſs the poet and the player went to cute 
in the queſtion, 

Ham. Is't pollible ? 

Gril, Oh, there has been much throwing about of 
brains 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Roſ. Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and hi: 
load too. 

Ham, It is not ſtrange; for mine uncle 1s King of 
Denmark; and thole that would make mowes at him 
while my father lived, give twenty, torty, fiftv, an 
hundred ducats, apiece, for his picture in little. There 
3s ſomething in this more than natural, if philoſophy 
could find it. [ Flouriſh for the players, 

Guild. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elſinoor; 
your hands : come then, the appurtenance of welcome 
is faſhion and ceremony. Let me comply with you in 
this garb, leſt my extent to the players (which, I tell 
you, mult ſhew fairly outward) ſhould appear more like 
entertainment than yours. You are welcome ; but my 
uncle-father and aunt-mother are deceiv'd. 

Cuil. In what, my dear Lord? 

Ham, I am but mad north, north-weſt; when the 
wind is ſoutherly, I know a hawk from a handſaw. 


of 
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SC. EE NE VI 


Euter POrONIUS, 


Pol. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenilern, and vou too, at each 
ear a hearer ; that great baby you lee there, is not yet 
out of his ſwathling-clouts. 

Roſ. Haply he's the ſecond time come to them; for 
they ſay an old man is twice a cid. 

Ham. I will propheſy, he comes to tell me of the 
players. Mark it; —— you lay rig, Sir; for o. 
Monday morning *twas ſo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have news to tell yon. 

Ham. My Lord, I have news to tel! vou. 

When Roſcius was an actor in Rome 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my Lord. 

Ham. Buzze, buzze 

Pol Upon mine honour - 

Ham. Then came each actor on his afs. 

Pol. The beſt actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
comedy, hittory, paſtoral, paſtoral-comical, hiſtorical— 
paſtoral, ſcene individable, or poem unlimited. Se— 
neca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. 
For the law of wit, and the liberty, theſe are the only 
zien. 

Ham. Oh, Fephthah, judge of Iſrael, what a treaſure 
hadit thou! 

Pol. What a treaſure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. IV, one fair daughter, and no more, 

The which he loved paſſing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not Y th' right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol If you call me Jephthah, my Lord, I have a 
daughter that I love paſſing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my Lord? 

Ham Why, as by lot, God uot—and then you know, 
iz came to paſs, as moſt like it was; the firit row of the 
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rubric will ſhew you more. For look where wy abridge- 
ments come. 


Euter four or five players. 
V'are welcome, maſters, welcome all I am glad to 
ct thee well ; welcome, pond friends. Oh! oi friend! 
wh. Face is valant'd ſince I faw thee laſt; com'ſt thou 
to heard me in Penwark? What! m; venno lady and 
wig rels ? Werlady, vor lady nip is nearer heaven than 
vhon law you ja, by the altitude of a ch.uppime 
Pray God vour voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, 
be not crack ed within the ring. Mitlers, you are all 
welcome: well een to't tke freenoly faulconers, fly 
ai anv thing we ſce; we'll have a ſpeech ſtraight. 
Come, ge us a tafle of yeur quality; come, a paſs 


ſionate ſpeech. 

l Play Wit Pee ch. my good Lord? 

Hmm I heard the 2 me a ſpeech once; but it 
was never acted: or iſ; was, not wa once; for the 


play. I rememver. Sende not the million. Twas Caviar 
to the general: bur it was (as I] recerved 1 u. and others, 
whoſe judgment m ſuch matters cried in the top of 
mine) an excellent plav: well digeſted in the ſcenes, ſet 
do-n with as much wodeſty as cunning. | remember 
one ſaid, there was po falt in the Ines, to wake the 
matter ſavourv : nor no matter in the phraſe that might 
indite the author of affectation ; but callFd it an honeſt 
method. One ſpeech in it I chiefly lov'd 3 'twas 
Aneas's tale to Dido; and thereabour eſpe Lal where 
he ſpeaks of Prian;'s ſlavghter. If it live in your me- 
mory, begin at ti:is line. let me ſee, let me [ee— 
The rugged Pvrrhiis. like th? Hyrcanian beaſt, ——It i- 
not ſo; it begins with Pyrrhus. 


The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe table arms, 

Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſenible 
When he lay couched in the ominous< horle ; 
Hath now his dread and black complexion ſmear'd 
With heraldry more difma] : head to foot, 

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd 
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With blos of fathers, mothers, daughters, ſons, 
Bak'd and impaſted with the parching fires, 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To murders vile. Roaſted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o'er-ſiged with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 
Old graudſire Priam ſeeks. 
Hel. Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good 
accent, and good diſcretion, 
lay. Anon he finds him, 
Striking, too ſhort, at Greeks. His antique ſword, 
Kebe:ilious to his arm, lyes where it falls, 
Repugnant to command; unequal match'd, 
Pvrrhus at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide; 
zut with the whif and wind of his fell ſword 
1h unnerved father falls. Then ſenſeleſs tum, 
Seeing to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bale ; and with a hideous craſh 
Takes priſoner Pyrrhus ear. For lo, his ſword, 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of rev'rend Priam, ſcem'd i' th' air to ſtick ; 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus ſtood ; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 
But as we often ſee, againſt ſome form, 
A lilence in the heav'ns, the rack ſtand ſtill, 
The bold wind ſpœechlets, and the orb below 
As huth as death; anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: ſo after Pyrrhus pauſe, 
A rouſe:; vengeance ſets him new a-work ; 
And never did the Cyclops) hammers fall 
On Mars his armour, torg'd for proof eterne, 
With lets remorſe than Pyrrhus' bleeding ſword 
Now falls on Priam. 
Out, out, thou ſtrumpet Fortune! all you gods, 
In general ſynod take away her power: 
Break all the ſpokes and fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of eav'n, 
As low as to the ſiends. 
Vor. . E 
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Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It ſhall to th' barber's with your diet, Pr'y- 
thee, ſay on; he's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, or 
he ſleeps. Say on, come to Hecuba. 

i Play. But who, oh! who had ſeen the mobled 

queen 

Ham. The mobled queen ? 

Pol. That's good ; mobled queen is good, 

1 Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the 

flames 
With biſſon rheum; a clout upon that head, 
Where late the diadem ſtood ; and for a robe 
About her lank, and all-o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket in tl” alarm of fear caught up: 
Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom ſteep'd, 
Gainſt Fortune's ſtate would treaſon have pronounc'd, 
Rut it the gods themielves did fee her then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious {port 
In mincing with his {word her huſhand's limbs; 
The inſtant burſt of clamour that ſhe made, 
(Unleſs things mortal move them not at all), 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heav'n, 
And paſlion in the gods. 

Pol. Look whe'r he has not chang'd his colour, and 
has tears in his eyes. Pr'ythee, no more. 

Ham. Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of 
this ſoon, Good my Lord, will you lee the players well 
beſtow'd? Do ye hear, let them be well us'd ; for they 
are the abſtract and brief chronicles of the time. Af- 
ter your death, you were better have a bad epitaph, 
than their ill report while you liv'd. 

Pol. My Lord, I will ule them according to their 
de ſert. 

Ham. God's bodikins, man, much better. Uſe every 
man after his deſert, and who ſhall 'ſcape whipping ? 
uſe them aſter your own honour and dignity. The lefs 
they deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. Take 
mem in. 

Pol. Come, Sirs, [Exit Polonius. 
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Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to- 
morrow. Doſt thou hear me, old friend, can you play 
the murder of Gonzago ? 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. We'll ha't ro-morrow night. Yon could, for a 
nerd, ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome dozen or fizteen lines, 
which I would fet down, and inſert in't? could ye not? 

Play Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you 
mock him not. My good friends, PII leave you till 
night ; you are welcome to Elſinoor. 


R/. Good my Lord, | Exeunt, 


S CEN: EVI 


Planet HAMLET. 


Ham. Ay. fo, God b' w' ye: now I am alone, 
Oh. what a rogue and peaſant ſlave am I ? 
Is it not monſtrous, that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, 
Could force his ſoul fo to kis own conceit, 
That from her working, all his viſage wan'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, Ciſtra-tion in his aſpect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting, 
With forms, to his conceit ; and all for nothing? 
For Hecuba ? 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he ſhould weep for her ? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for pailion 
That I have? He would drown the (tage with tears, 
And cjeave the gen'ral ear with horrid ſpeech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free ; 
Confound the ign'rant, and amaze, indeed, 
The very faculty of eyes and ears. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy-mettled rafcal, peak, 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing, no, not for a king, 
Upon whole property and moſt dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am [| a coward ? 
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Who calls me villain, breaks my pate acroſs, 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face: 
Tweaks me by tl noſe, gives me the lie i“ th' throat, 
As 7 as to the lungs? who does me this? 

Ha ! why, ſhould I take it — for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 

To make oppreſſion bitter; or ere this 

J ſhould have Nr all the region-kites 

With this flave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorſcleſs, treacherous, leacherous, kindlets villain ! 
Why, what an aſs am I! this is moit brave, 

That I, the fon of a dear father murdered, 

Prom pted to my revenge by heav'n and hell, 

PI:ft, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And {1 a-curfing like a very drab 
A icullion, fy upon't ! foh about, my brain !- 
I've heard, that null) creatures, at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 

zeen ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions. 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
Wirth moi r iraculous organ. I'll have theſe players 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before nine — Fil obſerve his books j 

I'll tent him to the quick; if he but blench, 

J know my courſe, The ſpirit that I have fecn, 
May be the devil; and the devil hath power 

T' aſſume a pleaſing ſhape ; yea, and perhaps 
Out of my weakneſs and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent vill : fuck ſpirits), 

Abuſes me to damn me. FR have grounds 
More relative than this: the PAY: s the thing 
Whercin PI ca:ch the conſcience of the King. [EXL 
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K . . 
The Palace. 


Enter KtNG, QUEEN, POLONIUS, OPHELIA, Ro- 
SINCRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, and Lords, 


KING. 


ND can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confuſion, 
Grating ſo harſhly all his days of quiet, 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

No. He docs confels, he feels himſelf diſtracted : 
But from what caule, he will by no means ſpeak. 

Gui!, Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded ; 
But with a crafty madneſs keeps aloof, 

When we would bring him on to ſome confeſſion 
Of his true ſtates 

Nueen Did he receive you well? 

Roſ. Nolt Eke a gentleman. 

Guil Put with much forcing of his diſpoſition. 

Roſe Moft free of queition, but of our demands 
Niggard in his reply. 

cen. Did you allav him to any paſtime ? 

N //. Madan, it fo fell out, that certain plavers 
We o'er-rode on the wav; of th: fe we told him: 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: they are about the court; 

And (as I think) they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

PJ. Tis moſt true: 

And hie beſcech'd me to entreat your Majeſties 
To hear an“ e he matter. 


King, WI y heart, and it doth much content 3x 
To hear hin I'd, 


Good Genile cu. give him a further edge; 
Aud drive his purpoſe on 10 theſe delights, 
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Noſ. We ſhall, my Lord. 


T, Ad III. 
LExeunt. 


King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 
For we have clolcly ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as *twere by accident, may here 


Affront Ophelia. Her father, and my 


ſelf, 


Will ſo beſtow ourſelves that ſeeing, unſeen, 


We may of their encounter frankly ju 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If 't be th' affliction of his love, or no, 
That thus he ſuffers for. 

Queen. I ſhall obey you. 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 


oge 3 


That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 


Of Haw let's wildneſs: ſo ſhall 1 hope 


vour virtues 


May bring him to his wonted way again, 


To both your honours. 
Oph. Madam, I wiſh it may. 


[ Exit Queen 


Pol. Ophelia, walk you here—Gracious, ſo pleale ye, 


We will beſtow ourſelves - Read on th 


* 


is hook: 


That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour 


Your lonelinels. We're oft to blame in this, 


Ts too muci prov'd, that with devet! 
nd pious action, we do lugar o'er 
The devil himſelf 


King. On, tis too true. 


| tbe 
%.- 
— 


on's vitage, 


How ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth give my conſcience 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plaſt'ring art, 
Is not more ugly to the tlirg that helps it, 


* 


Than is my deed to my molt painted word, [ 4/ide, 


Oh heavy burden! 


Pol. J hear him coming; let's withdraw, my Lord. 
: [ Exeunt all but Ophelia. 


F 
Ent:r HAMLET. 


II. 


Ham. To be, or not to be *®? that is the queſtion.— 


* Of this celebrated ſoliloquy, which, burſting from a man 


diſtracted with coutraticty ot defires, 


and overwhelmed 


— 


le. 
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Whether "tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 

The ſlings and arrows of outrageous fortune 

Or to take arms againſt aſlail of troubles, 

And by oppoſing end them? — Lo die, —to ſleep— 
No more; and by a fleep, to fav, we end 

The heart-ache, and the thouſand natural ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to; *tis a conſum nation 

Devouily to be will.'d. To die—to fleep — 

To ſleep? perchance to dream; ay, there's the rub— 
For in that fleep of death what dreams may came, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 

Muſt give us pauſe. There's the reſpect 

That makes calamity of fo long life. 

For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of th' time, 


Th oppreiir*s wrong, the proud man's con:umely, 


with the magnitude of his own purpoſes, is connected ra- 
the in the tpeaker's mind, than on his tongue, 1 ſha!l en- 
& 1vour to diſcover the train, aud toſhew how one ſentiment 
produces another. 

Hitalet, knowing himſclt injured in the moſt enormous 
and atrycious degree, and ſceing uo meai's df redreſs, but 
fo as mult expale him eo the extremity of hizard, m di- 
tit s on h's fruation in this manner: Before I can form a9 
rati:ual ſeheie of affioa under this praſure of diires, it is nceeſ- 
lay ta decide, whether, a;ier vir prefent tate, we are to be 
or not to be. That is the queſtion, which, as it thall be an- 
ſwercd, will determine, eier is e, and more ſuitable 
to the dliguit; of reaſon, 1% fer the ourages of fertune pati- 
eatly, cr to take arms azainlt them, and by oppoſing end 
them, ths ugh perhaps with the loſs of hie It ts die were to 
free, 19 ingre, aud Ly a ſicep to end the Mitcrics ot Our nature, 
tuch a flecp were deuvwutly tee wiſped ; but it 19 fleep in death, 
be in dien, to retain our powers Ot ſenfil:licy, we matt 


. . , 1 , 
12e to couhder, 14 Int Heep Gf aeath woat dreams may come. 
This conideration mates calamity fo long endured ; for who 


whnld tear the vexuions of hte, which might be ended ty a 
bare bodÞin, but that he is afraid of ſomething in unknown 
Iutarity ! [his tear it is that gives ciicacy x conicience, 
which, by turning the mind uphu this regard, chills the ardour 
ot r/olitivn, becks the vigour of enterprize, and makes the 
(arrenmtof define ſtagnate in inactieity. . 

We may ſappole that he w.utd have applicd theſe pene- 
ral 1C-rvativns to his Own gate, but that be diitovered 
Ophelia /fchnſans 
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The pangs of de ſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes; 
When he himſelf might his guietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 
To grone and ſweat under a weary life; 
But that the dread of ſomething after death 
(That un diſcover'd country, from whoſe bourne 
No traveller returns) puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all: 
And thus the native hue of reſolution 
Is ſicklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And interprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And loſe the name of action Soft you, now! 
[ Seeing Opt. 

The fair Ophelia! Nywph, in thy oriſons 
Be all my fins remembered. 

Op. Good my Lord, 
How does vour honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you, well. 

OH. My Lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That 1 have longed long to re-deliver: 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Hum No, I never gave you aught. 

OD. My honour'd Lord, you know right well you 

did; 

And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 
As made the things more rich : that perfume loſt, 
Take theſe again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 
There, my Lord 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honeſt? 

Op. My Lord ——— 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Op. What means your Lordſhip ? 

Ham, That. if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould 
admit no diſcourſe to your beauty, 


pli. 


ould 
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Op. Could beauty, my Lord, have better commerce 
than with honeſty ? 

Him. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will ſooner 
transform honefty from what it is, o a bad, than the 
force of honeity can tranſlate beauty into its lixzenels, 

his was ſometime a paradox, but now the time gives 
it proof. — I did love thee once. 

Op. Indeed, wy Lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have believ'd me. For virtue 
cannot ſo inoculate our old ſtock, Lut we thall relith 
of it. I lov'd you not. 

Op. I was the more deceiv'd. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery. Why ſhouldſt thou be 
a breeder of ſinners? I am myſelf indifferent honeſt; 
but yet I could accute me of ſuch things, that it were 
better my mother had not born me. I am very proud, 
revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 
than I have thouglits to put them in name, imagma— 
tion to give them ſhape, or time to act them in. What 
ſhould ſuch fellows as I do crawling between heav'n 
and earth? we are arrant knaves, bclieve none of us — 
Go thy ways to a nunnery Where's your father? 

Oh At home, my Lord. 

Bam. Let the doors be fhut upon him, that he may 
vlay the fool no where but in's own houſe, Farewell. 

C O help him. you ſweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou doll marry, Vit give the this plague 
ics thy dowry. Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as 
now, thou ſhalt not eſcape calumny.—Get tnee to a 
nunnery. Fareweil Or, if thou wiltneeds marry, 
warry a fool ; for wiſe men know well enough what 
woniters vou make of them Fo a nunncry, go— 
and quickiy too: farewell. 

OH. Heawnly powers, reſtore him! 

lum, I have heard of your painting too well enough; 
God has given you one face, and you make yourielves 
znother. You jig, vou amble, and you hip, and nick- 
nume God's creatures, and make your wantonnels your 
guorancę. Go to, I'll no more on't, it Bath made me 
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mad. I ſay, we will have no more marriages. Thoſe 
that are married already, all but one, ſhall live; the ret: 
ſhall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 
[ Exit Haralet, 

Oph. Oh, what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 
The courtier's, ſcholar's, ſoldier's, eye, tongue, ſword! 
Th' expectancy and role of the fair Hate, 
The glaſs of faſhion, and the mould of form, 
Th obſerv'd of all obſervers, quite, quite down! 
I am of ladies moſt dejett and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the honey of his muſick vows : 
Now fee that noble and moſt ſovereign reaſon, 
Like ſwee! bells jangled out of tune, and harth ; 
That unmarch'd form, and feature of blown youth, 
Blaſted with ecſtacy. h, woe is me, 
T' have {een what I have ſeen, ſee what I ſee! 


F 


Enter KING and Poros. 

King. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he ſpoke, thy? it Jack'd form a little, 
Was not like madneſs, Something's in his foul, 
O'er which his melancholy ſits on brood ; 

And, I do doubt, the hatch and the diſclofe 

Will be ſome danger, which, how to prevent, 

J have in quick determination 

Thus ſet it down. He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute: 

Haply the ſeas, and countries different, 

With variable objects, ſhall expel 

This ſomething-ſettled matter in his heart; 

Whereon his brains ſtill beating, puts him thus 

From faſhion of himſelf. What think you on't ? 
Pol. It ſhall do well. But yet do I believe, 

The origin and commencement of this grief 

Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia ?— 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 


We heard it all, —My Lord, do as you pleaſe; 


[Exit Opheli:, 


III. 
hoſe 
reſt 
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But if you hold it fit, after the play 
Ler his Queen-mother all alone intreat him 
To ſhew his gricfs; let her be round with him: 
And. I'll be plac'd, ſo pleaſe you, in the ear 
Of all their conf*rence. If the find him not, 
To England ſend him; or-confine him, where 
Your wildom beſt {hall think. 
King. It ſhall be ſo: 
Madneſs in great ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [ Execant, 
Enter HAMIT.ET, and two or three of the Players. 


Ham. Speak the ſpeech, I pray you, as I pronounced 
it to you, trippingly on tlie tongue. But if you mouth 
it, as many of our players do, I had as lieve the rown 
crier had ſpoke my lines And do not ſa the air too 
much with your hand thus, but ule all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeſt, and, as I may ſay, whirlwind of 
your patſion, you muſt acquire and beget a temperance 
mat may give it ſmoothneſs. Oh. it offends nie to the 
toul, to hear a robuſtcous pertwig-pated fellow tear a 
pation to tatters, to very rags. to ſplit the ears of the 
groundliugs; who (for the moſt part) are capable of 
nothing, but inexplicable dumb ſhews and noite: I 
could have ſuch a fellow whipp'd for o'erdoing Fer— 
magant; it out-herods Herod. Pray you avoid it. 

Play. I warrant your Honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither; but let your own diſ- 
cretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, che 
word to the action, with this ſpecial obſervance, that 
vou o'erſtep not the modeſty of nature; for any thing 
ſo overdone is from the purpole of playing; whoſe 
end, both at the firſt and now, was and is, to hold as 
were the mirror up to nature; to ſhew virtu» her own 
feature, ſcorn her own image, and the very age and 
body of the time, his form and prellure. Now cis 
overdone, or come tardy of, tho? it make the unſkiliul 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve : the cen- 
ſure of one of which muſt in your allowance o'erwergh 
a whole theatre of others, Oh, there be players that 
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J have ſeen play, and heat mers pratie anc that 
highly, (not io ſpeak it protanelyy, that. neuer hav 
ing che accent of Chriſtian, nor the pate of (Chriſtin, 
Pagan, nor man, have ſo {trutted aud bellowed, that 
J have thought ſome of nature's journevmen had made 
them, and. nut made them well; they imitated huma- 
nity {0 abominably. 

y. I hope we have reform'd that indifferently 
with us. 

Jam. Oh, reform it altogether ; and let thoſe that 
play your clowns, ſpeax no more then is ſet dov n for 
them: for there be of them that will themſelves lang, 
to ict on ſome quantity of barren ſpectators to lay! 
too; though, in the mean time, ſome neceſlary queſtion 
of the play be then to be conſidered : that's villainous, 
and ſhews a molt pitiful ambiion in the fool that ules 
it, Go make you ready, [ Exeunt Players. 


S.CT: E N E IV. 


Euter POLONIUS, ROSINCRANTZ, and GUILDEN- 
STEKN. 


How now, my Lord? will the King hear this piece of 


work ? 
Pol And the Queen too, and that preſently. 
Ham Bd the Players make haſte. [ Exit Pol, 
Will you tuo help to haſten them? 
Bott. We will, my Lord. [ Exeunt, 


Ham. What, ho, Horatio! 


Euter HORAaTIO to HaMLET. 


Hor Here, ſweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art c'en as juſt a man 
As c'er my converſation cop'd withal, 

Hor. Oh, my dear Lord, 


Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement way I hope from thee, 
That no revenue haſt, but thy good ſpirits, 
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Pol. 


eunt?. 
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To feed and clothe thee ? Should the poor be flatter'd ? 
No, let the candied tongue lick ablurd poinp, 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
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Where thrift may follow fawning. Doſt thou hear? 
Since my dear foul was miſtreſs of her choice, 

And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 

Hath ſeal'd thee for herſelf. For thou haſt been 

As one, in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing : 
A man that Fortune's butfets and rewards 

Haſt ta'en with equal thanks. And bleſs'd are thoſe, 
Whoſe blood and judgment are ſo well co-minoled, 
That they are not a pipe for Fortunc's finger, 

To found what ſtop the pleaſe. Give me that man 
That is not Paſlion's flave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core; ay, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee. — Something too much of this. 
There is 4 play to-nipht before the King, 


Which I have told thee, of my father's death. 
I pr'ythce, when thou ſeeſt that act a- ſoot, 
Er'n with the very comment of thy foul 
Oblerve mine uncle: if his occult guilt 
Do not itſelf unkennel in one ſpeech, 
It is a damned ghoſt that we have ſeen; 
And my imaginations are as ſoul 
As Vuican's flithy. Give him heedful note; 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his ſace ; 
And, afrer, we will both our judgments join, 
In cenſure of his leeming, 
Hor, Well, wy Lord. | 
If be ſteal aught the whil't this play is playing, | 
And *tcape detecting, 1 will pay the theft. 
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S C EN E V. 


Enter KING, QUEEN, PoloN tus, OPHELIA, ROSIN- 
CRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, and other Lords atien- 
dant, with a Guard carrying, torches. Daniſh march, 
Sound a floariſh, 


Ham. They're coming to the play; I muſt be idle, 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our couſin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, i'faith, of the cameleon's diſh : eat 
the air, promiſe-cramn'd: you cannot feed capons fo, 

King. I have nothing with this anſu er, Hamlet; 
theſe words are not mine, 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now, my Lord; you plav'd 
once i' th? univerſity, you ay? [79 Polonius. 

Pol. That I did, my Lord, and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham And what did you enact? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cæſar; I was kilPd 7 tht Ca- 
pito] : Brutus k:]Pd me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill fo capital a 
calf ther:. Be the players ready? 

Roſ Ay, my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here's mettle more attractive, 

Pol. Oh. ho! do you mark that? 

Ham. Lady, ſhall I ly in your lap? 

[Lying down at Ophelia's fee. 


Hp. No, my Lord. 

17cm. J mean, my head upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 

Jlam. Do you think I meant country-matters ? 

Op I think nothing, my Lord. 

Iſlam. That's a fair thought, to ly between a maid' 
legs. 

Op. What is, my Lord? 

Hau. Nothing. 
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Oph. You are merry, my Lord, 

Ham. Who, 12 

Oph. Ay, my good Lord. | 

Ham. Oh God! your only jig-maker ; what ſhould a 
man do but be merry? For, look you, how cheartully 
my mother looks, and my father dy'd within theſe two 
hours. 

Oph. Nay, 'tis two months, my Lord. 

Ham. So long? nay, then let he devil wear black, 
'fore I'll have a ſuit of fable. Oh Heavens! die two 
months ago, and not ſorgotten yet ! then there's hope 
2 great man's memory may outlive his life half a year; 
but, by'r Lady, he muſt build churches then; or elle 
ſhall he ſuffer not thinking on, with the hobby horſe: 
whoſe epitaph is, For o, for ol, the hobby-Horſe is 
fo t. 


N VI. 
Hautbozs play. The dumb ſhew enters, 


Enter a Duke and Ducheſs, with regal coronets, very 
lovingly ; the Ducheſs embracing him, and he her, Shs 
kneels; he takes her up, and declines his head upon 
her neck; he lays him down upon a bank of flowers ; 
e ſeeing him aſleep, leaves im. Anon comes in @ 
fellow, takes off his crown, kifſes it, and pours poiſon 
in the Du's ears, and exit. The Ducheſs returns, 
finds the Duke dead, and makes paſſionate ation. The 
Poiloner, with ſume two or three miles, comes in again, 
ſeeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
away. Te poiſoner wooes the Ducheſs with gifts; ſhe 
ſeems loth and unwiliing a while, but in the end ace 
cepts his love. [Ezeunt. 


Oph. What means this, my Lord ? 


Ham. Marry, this is miching Malhechor ; it means 
miſchief. 


Opli. Belike this ſhow imports the argument of the 
play ? 
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Euter Prologue. 


Ham. We ſhall know by this fellow: the players 


cannot keep counſel; they'll tell all. 
Oph. Will he tell us what this ſhow meant? 


Ham. Ay, or any ſhow that you'll ſhew him. Be not 
you aſhamed to ſhew, he*ll not ſhame to tell you what 


it means. 


Opli. You are naught, you are navght, VI mark the 


ploy. 
Prol. For us, aud for our tragedy, 5 
Here ſtooping to your clemency, 
Ve beg your hearing patiently. 


Tlam. Is this a prologue, or the poſie of a ring? 
Of. Tis brief, my Lord. 
Ham. As woman's love. 


Enter Duke, and Ducheſs, Players. 


Due. Full thirty times hath Phoebus? car gone round 
Neptune's falt waſh, and Tellus? orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons with borrowed ſheen 
About the world have times twelve thirty been, 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unne conmutual, in moſt ſacred bands. 
Duch. So many journeys may the fun and moon 
Make us again count o'er ere love be done. 
But woe is me you are fo ſick of late, 
So far from cheer, and from your former ſtate, 
That J diſturſt „ou: yet though J diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing mult, 
For women fear too much, ev'n as they love. 
And women's fear and love hold quantity; 
*Fis either none, or in extremity, 
Now what mv» love is, proof hath made you know 
And as wy love is ſiz'd, my fear is lo, 
Where love is great, the finalleſt doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 


Dake, Faith, I mult leave thee, lote, and Lortly tee 
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My operant powers their functions leave to do, 
And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and haply one as kind 


For huſband ſhalt thou 
Duch. Oh, confound the reſt ! 

Such love mult needs be treaſon in my breaſt : 

In ſecond huſband let me be accurs'd ! 

None wed the ſecond, but who kill the firſt. 
Ham. Wormwood, wormwood, 
Duct. The inſtances that ſceond marriage move, 

Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of love. 

A ſecond time I kill my hufband dead, 

When ſecond huſband kitles me in bed. 

Duke. I do believe you think what now you ſpeak; 

But what we do determine, oit we break; 

Purpole is but the flave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poor validity : 

Which now, like fruits unripe, ſticks on the tree z. 

But fail unſhaken, when they mellow be, 

Moſt nece{lar- 'tis that we forget 

To pay ourſelves what to ourielves is debt: 

What to ourlelves in pallion we propole, 

The patſlion ending, doch the purpots iole ; 

The violence of e:iker grief or juy, 

Their own enactors with thenmtcives deſtroy.“ 

Where joy mott revels, grief doth mott lament z 
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Grief joys, Joy grieves, on fleniler accident. 

This world is not ior ay; nor *ts not ſtrange, 

That ev'n our loves ſhould with our fortunes changs, 
For 'tis a quettion left us vet to prove, 

Whether Love leads Fortune, or elie Fortune Love, 
The great man down, you mark, bis fas'rite thes 
The poor advancid, makes friends of enemies, 


3 | 


nd hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, bl 
For who not neevs, thall-never lack a fricud; | 
Aud who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly ſcaſons him his enemy. 
Bu orveriy 10 end where I begun, 
Qur wuils and fates do fo contrary run, 
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That our devices ſtil] are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own, 
Think ſtill, thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts when thy firſt lord is dead 

Duch. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light ! 
Sport and repoſe lock from me day and niglit! 

To deſperation turn my truſt and hope! 
An anchor's cheer in priſon be my ſcope ! 
Each oppoſite that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deſtrov ! 
Both here, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife } 
If, once a widow, e'er I be a wife. 
Ham. If the ſhould break it now ———- 
Dake. Tis deeply (worn ; ſweet, leave me here a 
while; 
Aly fpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with fl-ep. [Sleeps. | 

Duch. Steep: rock thy brain, 

And never come miſchance between us twain! [Exit 

Ham. Mudam. how like vou this play? 

Preene, lie lady proteſts too much, methinks. 

Ham. Oh, but ſhe'll keep her word. | 

King, Have you heard the argument, 1s there no of- 
fence in't? 

Hun. No, no, they do but jeſt, poiſon in jeſt, no of- 
fence i' th' world. 

King. What do you call the play? 

Ham, The Moufe-trap ; ———Marry, how? Tropi— 
cally, This play is the image of a murder done in 
Vienna; Gonzago is the Duke's name, his wite's Bap- 
tifla; vou ſhall tee anon "tis a knaviſh piece of work : 
but what o' that? your Majsſty, and we that have free 
ſouls, it touches us not; let the gall'd jade winch, our 
withers are unwrung. 


Enter LUCIANUS. 


This is one Lucianus, nephew to the Duke. 
 Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and'y our love, 
if L could ſee the puppets dally ing, 
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Ohh. Yon are keen, mv Lord, vou are keen. 

Ham, It would coſt you a groaning to take off my 
edge. 

Op. Still better and worſe. 

Ham. So you muſt take your huſhands. 


Begin, murderer. Leave thy dawnable faces, and 
begin 
Come, the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc Thouph's black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing; 
Conſed'rate ſeaſon, and no creature ſeeing: 
Jou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecaic's bane thrice blatled, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magic, and dire property, 
On wholeſome lite uturp immediatelv. 
| Pours the Poiſon into hits ears, 
Ham, He poilons him I th' garden for's eflate ; his 
name's Gonzago; the ſtory is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the murderer gets the 
tor of GonZzago's wite. 
%. The King rites. 
Ham What, frighted with falſe fire! 
Green. How fares ny Lord? 
1 Give o'er the play 
Xun. Give me ſome light, Away! 
All Lighis, liglits, lights ! [ Exernt, 


N VII. 


Manent HauLET and HO RATIO. 


Him. Why, let the ſtrucken deer go weep, 

he hart unpalled play; 
For lome mutt warch, whilit ſome mult fleep 

So runs the world away, 
Would not this, Sir, and a foreſt of feathers, (if the 
rei; of my fortunes turn Turk with me), with two pro- 
vincial roſes on my raved ocs, get me a tellowiiip ju 
a cry of players, Sir? 
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Hor. Half a ſhare. 


Ham. A whole one, I. 
For thou doſt know, oh Damon dear, 
This realm diſmantled was 
Of Jove himſelf, and now reigus here 
A very, very peacock, 
Hor. You might have rhim'd. 
Ham. Oh, good Horatio, I'll take the Ghoſt's word 
for a thouſand pounds. Didſt perceive ? 
Hor. Very well, my Lord, 
Hom. Upon the talk of the poiſoning ? 
Hor. I did very well note him. 


Enter ROSINCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN»o 


Ham. Oh, ha! come, ſome mulic : come, the re- 
corders, 
For if the King like not the comedy; 
Why, then, belike, be likes it not, perdy. 
Come, ſome muſic. 

Guil. Good my Lord, vouchſafe me a word with you, 

Ham. Sir, a whole hiſtory. 

Guil. The King, Sir 

Ham. Ay, Sir, what of him? 

Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous diſtemper\'d— 

Ham With drink, Sir? 

Guil. No, my Lord, with choler, 

Ham. Your wiſdom ſhall hw uſelf more rich, to 
ſignify this to his doctor + for, for me to put him to 
his purgation, weuld perhaps piunge him into more 
chouler. 

Guil. Good my Lord, put your diſcourſe into ſomes 
frame, and ſtart not ſo widely from my affair. 

Ham. I ain tame, Sir; — pronounce 

Cuil. The Queen your mother, in moſt great afAic» 
tion of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome.. 

Guil. Nay, god my Lord, this courteſy is not of the 
Tight breed If it hall p eaſe you 10 make me a whole. 
ſome anſwer, I will do your mother's commandment; 
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if not, your pardon, and my return, ſhall be the end of 
my buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Cuil. What, my Lord? 

Ham, Make you a wholeſome anſwer : my wit's diſ- 
eas'd. But, Sir, ſuch anſwer as I can make vou {half 
command; or, rather, as you tav, my mother—there- 
fore no more but to the matter my mother, you 
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lay —— 

Roſ. Then, thus ſhe (avs : your behaviour hath ſtruck 
her into amazement. and admiration. 

Him. O wonderful fon, that can fo aſtoniſh a mo- 
ther! But there is no ſequel at the heels of this mo- 
ther's admiration ? 

Rf. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her cloſet ere 
you go to bed. 

Ham. We thall obey, were ſhe ten times our mother, 
Have you any further trade with us ? 

N. My Lord, you did once love me. 

H:im. So do I ill, by theſe pickers and fealers. 

Ne Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of difteme 
per? you do ſurely bar the door of your own liberty, it 
you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

BN How can that be, when you have the voice of 
the King himſelf for your ſucceflion in Denmark? 

Ham. Ay, but while the graſs grows the proverb 
is ſomething muſty. 


Euter one, with a Recorder. 


Oh, the Recorders; let me ſee one. To withdraw witty 
you why do you go about to recover the wind of 


me, as if you would drive me into a toll ? 

Guil Oh my Lord, if my duty be too bold, my lave 
is too unmannerly. 

Him I do not well underſtand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe? 

Cu. Mv Lord, I cannot, 

Ham, I pray you. 
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Cuil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beſcech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham. Tis as eaſy as lying; govern theſe ventipes 
with your fingers and thumb; pive it breath with your 
mouth, and it will diſcourle motit eloquent muſic, Look 
you, theſe are the ſtops. 

Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any utterancs 
of harmony; I have not the ſkill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me; you would play upon ine, you would 
ſeem to know my ſtops; you would pluck out the hear: 
of my myſtery ; you would found me from my loweſt 
note, to the top of my compaſs; and there is much 
muſic, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot 
you make it ſpeak Why, do you think that I am 
caſier to be play'd on than a pipe? call me what inſtru- 
ment you will, though you can fret me, you cannot 
play upon me. God blets you, Sir. 


Euter POLONIUS. 


Pol. My Lord, the Queen would ſpeak with you, and 
preſently. h 

Ham. Do you ſee yonder cloud that's almoſt in ſhape 
of a camel © 

Pol. By the maſs, and 'tis like a camel indeed. 

Him, Methinks it is like an owuzle, 

Pol. It is black like an oe, 

Ham. Or like a whole ? 

P.. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother by and by.— 
They fool me to the top of my bent. —1 will come by 
and by. 

Pol. I will ſay fo. 

Ham. By and by is eaſily ſaid, Leave me, friends. 

LExeunt. 


'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itſelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
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And do ſuch buſineſs as the better day 

Would quake to look on. Soft, now to my mother 
O heart, loſe not thy nature; let not ever 

The ſoul of Nero enter this firm boſom 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural. 

J will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none, 

Mo tongue and foul in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words ſoever ſhe be ſhent, 

To give them ſeals never my ſoul conſent ! [ Exis. 


FF VIII. 
Enter KING, RosfNCRANTZ:, and GUILDENSTERKN. 


King, I like him not, nor ſtands it fafe with us 

To let his maqneſs range Therefore prepare you; 
I vour cormitlion forthwith will diipaich, 
And he to England thall along with you, 
The terms of our eſtate way not endure 
Hazard fo near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies 

Cuil. We will provide ourſelves ; 

Moſt holy and religious fear it is, 
To keep theſe many many bodies ſafe, 
That live and feed upon your Mijeſty. 

No /. The ſingle and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the ſtrength and armour of the mind, 
To keep itlelf from 'noyance ; but much more, 
That ſpirit on whole weal depends and reſts 
The lives of many, The ceale of Majeſty 
Dies not alone, but, like a gulph, doth draw 
What's near it wiih it. ?Tis a maſſy wheel 
Fiz*] on the ſummit of the higheſt mount, 

To whoſe huge ſpokes ten thouſand leſſer things 
Are mortiz'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each ſmall annezament. petty conſequence, 
Attends the bo'iVProus ruin Ne'er alone 

Did the King ſigh, but with a general groan, 
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Xing. arin vou. I Pray Fu; to this ſpeedy voyage; 

For we will fetters put upon this tear, 

Wich now goes too free-touicd. 


Both, We will haite us. [ Exeunt Gentlemen, 


Enter POT ONIUS. 


Pol Ny Lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet ; 
Bund the arras l' convey myſelf 


To hear the proceis ; I'll warrant ſhe'll taz him home, 


And, as von laid, and wilelv was it faid, 
us meet that forme more audience than a mother 
(Since Nature makes them partial) ſhoutd o'erhear 
Tie {pecch, of *ranmtage Fare vou well, my Liege; 
Ti! call upon you ere vou go to bed, 

* 
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Aud tell ou what i Know. (Ext, 


King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Ou! my offence is rank, it ſmells to Heav'n; 
It hath the primal, elde!t curie upon't; 
A hrother's murder. Pray l cannot: 
Though inclination be as harp as will, 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my firong intent; 


And, bke a man to double bufineſs bound, 
I ſland in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 

And both neglect. What if this curtecd hand 

Were thicker than itfelf with brother's blood? 

Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heasy ng 

To vath it white as ſnow ? whereto ſerves mercy, 
But to confronm the viſage of offence ? 

And what's in praver, but this tv ofuld force, 

To be forcſtalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down » {Ten 1'!! look up; 

Mv fault is paſt. But oh. what form oi praver 
Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me n.v foul murder! 
That cannot be, ſince J aw ſtill poſteted 

Of thole eff- ts for which I did the wuricr, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my Queen, 

May one be pardon'd. and retain th' oticr.ce ? 

In the corrupted currenis of this world, 

Offence's gilded hand may ſhove by jullice ; 
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And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize itſelf 

Buys out the law. But 'tis not lo above. 

There is no {huffling ; there the action lyes 

In his true nature, and we ourſelves compell'd, 

Ev'n to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? what reſts ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched ſtate ! oh boſom black as death ! 

Oh limed foul, that, ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels! make aſſay! 

Bow, ſtubborn knees; and heart, with ilrings of ſteel, 
Re ſoft as finews of the new-born babe! 

All may be well. [The King, retires, and kneels. 


— — — — 8 m — 
I po 
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Enter HAMLET. 


Hain. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, 
And now Di do't—and fo he goes to heav'n— 
And fo am I reveng'd? that would be ſcann'd; 
A villain kills my father, and for that 
I, his fole fon, do this ſame villain fend 
To heav'n—0, this is hire and ſalary, not revenge. 
He took my father groſsly, full of bread, 
With all his crimes broad blown, fluſh as May; 
And hew his audit ſtands, who knows, ſave Heay'n ? 
But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him. Am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his foul, 
When he is fit and ſeaſon'd for his paſſage? 
Up, ſword, and know thou a more horrid bent; 
Wh-n he is drunk, aſleep, or in his rage, 
Or in th? inceſtuous pleaſure of his bed; 
A: gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome acc 
That has no reliſh of ſalvation in't ; 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heav'n 
And that his ſoul may be as damn'd and black 
A: hell, whereto it goes. My mother flays ; 
VOI. III. « 


This phyſic but prolongs thy ſickly days. LExit. 
The King riſes, aud comes forward. 


Ring My words fly up, my thoughts remain below: 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [ Exit, 


K 
Changes to the Queen's Apartment. 


Enter QUEEN and POLONIUS. 


Pol. He will come ſtraight ; look you lay home to him; 
Tell him his pra ks have been too broad to bear with; | 
And that your Grace hath icreen'd, and ſtood between | 
Much heat and him. I' 'ſconce nie even here; | 

7 
Pray you be round with him 
Ham. within. | Mother, mother, wother 
4 ? 

Nucen. Vil warrant you, fear me not, | 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himſelf behind the arte, 


Euter HAMLET. 


Ham Now, mother, what's the matter? 
Queen, Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended, 


Ham, Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come. come. you antwer with an idle tongue, { 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked tongue, 
Queen. Why, how no. Hamlet ? / 
Hom, What's the matter now? IF. 
Queen, Have you forgot me ? 31 
Ham No. by the rod. not ſo; 7 
You are the Queen, your huſband's brother's wite ; A 
zu (would you were not ſo) you are my mother. # 
Qicen. Nav, then TI] ter thote to vou that can tpeal.. * 
1am Come, cone, and fit you down; you ſhall no. I 
bugpe : | | 
You go not, till J fet you up a glals, 
Where you ray fee the inn oft part of you, 1 
Qucen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me: 1 
Help, ho! 


x me: 


Y 
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Pol. What ho, help. [Behind the arras. 
Ham How now, a rat? dead for a ducat, dead. 
Pol. Oh, I am lain. [tiamlet &i Polonius, 
Ncen. Oh me, what haſt thou done? 
Ham. Nav, I know not: is it the King? 
Queen. Oh, what a ratn and bloody deci 1s this! 
Ham. A bloody deed; almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother, 
Queen. As kill a king? 
Ham. Ay, Lady, 'twas my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, ſarewell. 
[7'o Polonius. 
] took thee for thy betters; take thy fortune; 
hou find'ſt, to be too buiy, is foine danger. 
Leave wringing of vour hands; peace, ſit you down, 
And Jet me wring your heart, for to I {hall, 
If it be made of penetrable fiutrf, 
If damned cuſtoin have not braz'd it fo, 


* 
” 


init ſenſe. 


That it is proof and bulwark ap 
Queen. What have 1 done, iat thou dar'ſt wag thy 
tongue 
in nroiſe ſo rude againſt me? 


I 3 "— k, , 4 „ * - * 
12401. Such 21 act, 


— * * 
That blurs he grace and bluſh of modeſy; 
* SH. Ts 3 _ Mod, 2 * ax 1 : . * 
Calls virtue R DOCHItE > axes ON the roi 
. « * 1 LE . 5 * ! % þ 2 "a! 28 A 4,» * #&* 
From the fair forebhend of an innocent love, 
An fots 2 ] liter there: ales 1 21. " a ., bade © 
bobs iets d 911 LCL 1181 7 Make marriage VOWS 

4 f Ty » — 98 : + 1+ * } wr f # 

As Talle as dicers? oaths. Oh, ſuch a deed, 


* * P * 27 r x» * an £9 * FR get 
As from the bod; OI CONTAacCTON plucks 


Th »- ory { 111 ana ortet rainy 17 1-60 

1 ver) Ou, 2110 cet * SHRLON MmMaAaiics 

A rhaplody of words. eav'n's face doth glow 
6 ** 1 


Der this tolidity and compound mals 
With triſtfal viizge ; and, as *painik the doom, 


9 * s | 0 . 2 ED 3 4 ; «1! * * * 

Is iure al ile act. 
FI... I * | * 
gen. Ah mel vn 


% 


! * 5 £©> 
Hat aa Cv ? 


Hum. That roars ſo loud it thunders to the Indies. 
Look here upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterſeir preſentment of two brothers. 
dee what a grace was {eated on this brow ; 
iS 
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Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himſelf; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command; 
A tation, like the herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill; 
A combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every god did ſeem to ſet his ſeal, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man. 
This was your huſband. —Look you now what follows; 
Here is your huſband, like a mildew'd ear, 
Blaſting his wholſome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could vou on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor? ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love; for, at your age, 

he hey-Cay in the blood is tame, tis humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? Senſe, ſure, you have, 
Flſe could you not have notion: but, ſure, that ſenſe 
Is apoplez'd : for madneſs would not err; 
Nor ſenſe to ecſtaſy was ne'er fo thrall'd, 
But it reierv'd ſome quantity of choice 
To ſerve in ſuch a diff'rence. What devil was't 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman blind? 
Eycs without feeling, feeling without tight, 
Ears without hands or eves, fnicling ſuns all, 
Or but a ſickly part of one true ſenſe 
Could not fo mope — 
© ſhame ! where is thy bluſh? rebellious hell, 
If thou canſt mutiny m a matron's bones; 
To flammg youth Jet virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire. Proclaim no ſhame, 
Vhen the compulſive ardour gives the charge; 
Since froſt itſelf as actively doth burn, 

And reaſcn panders will. 

Aucen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. 

Thou turn'ſt mine eves into my very ſoul; 

Aud there I fee fuch black and grained ſpots, 

As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham. Ney, but to live | 
In the rauk ſweat of an inceſtuous bed, , 
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gtew'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the naſty ity —— 

Queen. Oh, ſpeak no more; 
Theſe words like daggers enter in mine ears, 
No more, ſweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer and a villain ! 
A ſlave, that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of 1our precedent lord. A vice of kings 
A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule, 
That from a fhelf the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocket, 

Queen. No more. 


Enter Guosr. 


Ham. A king of ſhreds and patches 
+ * 2 | . 1 1208 * 22 * » . 4 * * — 
Sade I1C . {Ana 10901 O Ci NICs WIE » our Wings, 


[Starting up- 


— * x * . - 
You heav'nly guards! What would your gtacious 
ttvure 7 
Queen Alas, he's mad 
liam Do ou not come your tardy ſon to cnide, 


That laps'd in tine and pation, lets go by 
In important acting of your cread command? 
G/:ſt. Do not forget: this viſitation 
Is but to whet thy almott blumed purpoſe, 
But Jook, amazement on thy mother fits; 
O lep between her and her fighting ſoul!: 
Conceit m weakeit bodies ſtiongeſt works, 
Spcak 10 her, Han et 
Hom How is't with vou, Lady? 
Lulen. Alas, how is't with vou? 
That thus you bend your eve on vacaney, 
And with ti? incorporal ir do hold difcourte ? 


Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep, 


And, as the flecping folders in ih' alarin, 

Your bedved hairs, like life in excrements, 
Otürt up. and fland on end. O gentle ton, 
Upon the heat and flame of your diſtemper 
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Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 
Ham, On him! on him — look you how pale he 
glares ! 
His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me, 
Leſt with this piteous action you convert 
My itern effects; then what I have to do, 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 
iucen, To whom do you ſpeak.this ? 
Ham. Do you lee nothing there? 
[ Pointing to the Ghoſt, 
Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is, I ſee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Queen. No, nothing but ourſelves, 
Ham. Why, look you there ! look how it ſteals away ! 
My father in his habit as he liv'd! 
Leok where he goes ev'n now, out at the portal, 
[ Exit Ghoſt, 
Nucen. This is the very coinage of your brain, 
This bodileſs creation ecſtaſy 
Is very cunning in. 
Ham. What ecſtaſy ? 
My pulſe, as your's, doth temperatelv keep time, 
And makes as healthful muſic. ?Tis nar madnet; 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the teſt, 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your ſoul, 
That not yovr trefpaſs, but my madneſs ſpeaks: 
It will but {Kin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whilſt rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unſeen, Confeis yourſelf to Heaven ; 
Repent what's paſt, avoid what ig to come; 
And do not ſpread the compoit on the weeds 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue ; 
For in the fatneſs of theſe purſy times, 
Virtue itſelf of vice mult pardon beg, 
Yeu, courb, and wooe, for leave to do it good. 
een. Oh Hamlet! thou haſt clefi my heart in twain. 


ail 
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Ham. O, throw away the worler part of it, | 
And live the purer with the other hall. 
Good night; but go not to mine uncie's bed, 
Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monſter Cuſtom, who all ſenſe doth eat 
Of habits evil, is angel yet in this; 
That to the uſe of actions fair and good 
He likewiſe gives a frock. or livery, 
That aptly is put on: refrain to-night ; 
And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 
To the next abitinence ; the next more eaſy; 
For uſe can almoſt change the ſtamp of nature, 
And malter ev'n the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night! 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſs'd, 
Vil bleling beg of you. For this ſame lord, 

( Pointing to Polonius. 

I do repent : but Heav'n hath pleas'd it iv, 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The death I gave him; fo, again, good night! 
I mult be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 

Queen. What thall I do? 

Ham, Not this by no means that I bid you do, 
Let the bloat King tempt you again to-bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his moule ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kifles, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to revel all this matter out, 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnels, 
But mad in craft. ?Twere good you let him know. 
For who that's but a queen, fair, ſober, wiſe. 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide? who would do to ? 
No, in deſpight of ſenſe and ſecrecy, 
Unpeg the baſket on the houſe's top, 
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 
To try concluſions, in the baſket creep; 
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And break vour own neck down, 
Queen. Be thou afjur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 
Ham. I muſ! to England, you know that ? 
Queen. Alack, | had forgot ; *tis fo concluded on, 
Ham. There's letters ſeal'd, aud my two fſchoo'. 
fellows, 
(Whom I «ill truſt, as Iwill adders fang'd), 
They bear the mandate; they muit [weep my way, 
And marthal me to knaverv : Jet it work —— 
For 'tis the ſport, to have the engineer 
Hoi!t with liis own petar: and 't ſhall go hard, 
But I will delve one vard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon. O, tis molt {weet, 
Whe n in one line two crafts directly meet ! 


— 
This man ſhall jet me packing; 
Pi! lug the guts into the neighhour room. 
Mother, good night. Indecd this counfellor 
Is now molt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave 


. 10 * 48S in lite Ti toolith prating Kn2ve 
Cone, Sir, to draw toward an end with vou. 
1 1 1 art ** % \ SF - , TY ' * 3 
Good igt, mother. LE. t Haulet, Zuni TH Tolon!! 
T: r. 8G EN 
A E [| IN 9 * 4 4 1 L. | 


s # ” 1 1 » 5 
4 ? ral Art ent. 
= TY 


— z Fg 8 — _ = 1 A . IJ % *  -> % 1 | 
Euter KING and QUEEN, uit ROSINCRANTZ an 


GUILD.NSitKNe 
KING» 
| Here's matter in thele ſtghs ; theſe profound heave? 
You mult tranflate; tis ti we underitand them. 

Where is vour fot 

Queen. Beſtow this place on us a little while. 

DT. Refincrantz and Guildeniiern, wh £2 0u!, 

Ah, my good Lord, wit bave J iccn to- night? 
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King. What, Gertrude ? How does Hamlet ? 
Queen. Mad as the ſeas and wind, when both contend 

Which is the mightier; in his lawleſs nt, 

Behind the arras hearing ſomething itir, 

He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat! 

And in this brainiſh apprehenſion, kills 

The unſeen good old man. 
King. O heavy deed ! 

It had been ſo with us, had we keen there: 

His liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you yvourlelf, to us, to every one. 

Alas! how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwer'd? 

It will be laid to us, whoſe providence 

Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of hannt, 

Ibis mad young man. But ſo much was our love, 

We would not underſtand what was molt fit; 

But, like the owner of a foul diſcaſe, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 

Er'n on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 
\)4:2n. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd; 

O'cr whom his very madneſs, tike fome ore 

Among a mineral of metals baſe, 

Shews itfelf pure. He weeps for what is done, 
King. O Gertrude, come away: 

The fun no ſooner {hall the mountains touch, 

But we will ſhip him hence; and this vile deed 

We mutt, with all our majeſty and fill, 

Boch countenance and excuſe. Ho! Guildenſtern! 


Euter ROSINCRANTZ and GUILDENSTERN. 


Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid: 
Hamlet in madnels hath Polonius (lain, 
And from his mother's cloſet hath he dragg'd him. 
Go, ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. Pray you, haſte in this. 

[Exit Roſincrantz and Guildenſtern. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt friends, 
And let them know both what we mean to do, 


And what's untimely done, For, haply, flander 
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(\Vhoſe whit {per o'er the world's dia: meter, 
As tevel as the cannon to its blank, 


T. miports its poiſon'd ſhot) may miſs our name, 


— . 


And nit the woundleis air — O. come away; 


: . ; . TY TT * 16 ! YT” 
My toul is full of ducord and dumavx. L Exeun:. 


N 


Hom. Safely nota 
Gentlemen within.) Hamlet! Lord Hamlet 


"TT. #4 — * A. 


. 


Fm, What noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet? 
Ob, here they come. 


- o 


3 _ j 5 6.4 A « as 7 * a * 
Eater ROSINCRANTZ aud GUILDE] STERN. 


What hare you done, wy Lord, with the dea 
body? 

Ham. Compounded it with du, whereto tis kin. 

Raf, Tell us where "tis, that we may take it thence 
And brar it to the chapet. 

Hain. Do not believe it. 

Ref Believe \\ hat:? ? 

Barn, That I can keep vour counſel, and not mine 
den. Beſides., to be demanded of a ſpunge, what r-- 
plication fheuld be made by the fon of a King? 

2 % Take vou me for a ſpunge, my Lord? 

Ham. Av, Sir, that ſokes up the King's counteninc?, 
his rewards, his authorities: but ſuch officers do te. 
King beit ! the end; he keeps them, like ai, 


ape, in the corner of his jaw; friſt mouth'd, to be lat! 
Lwallow'd: when hs needs what vou have glean d, it is 
but {queezing vou, and, ſpunge, you hall be dry again, 
Roſe. 1 under ſtand you not. my Lord. 
Ham. Jam glad of it ; ; a knaviih ſpeech ſleeps 3n © 


fochi!!t ear. 
Roſ My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body 1 


and go with us to the King. 
Ham The body is with the King, but the King 1s 


not with the body, The King is a thing 


* 
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Cuil. A thing, my Lord? 
Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him; hide fox, and 
-!] after. 2 


1 V. 


. 


Print; 
Enter RING. 
Kinr, Pee ſent to ſeek him, and to find the body. 
Jou danp'rous is it, that this man poes loole ! 
vet mutt we not put the thong law on him; 
es loy'd of the diftracted multnnde, 
Wo like not in their puitzment, but their eyes; 
And where 'tis fo, tl” fe nder's lcourpe is weigh'd, 
never the oſfence. Po bea all imootau, 
Tais ſudden ſending him away mull ven 
; Dellberate pauſe: diſcaſes, defy rate grown, | 
ea B: deſperate appliance are relieved, 


Or not at all. 


_ Euter ROSINCRANTZ. 
2404 
How now? what hath befai'n ? 
Rof. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 
wine Kino, Bur where is he? 
16 Roſ. Without, my Lord, guarded to know vou: 
pleature. 
Kins Bring him before us. 
ce, Rf. Ho, Guildenſtern! bring in my Lord. 
the | Enter HAMLET and GUILD ENSTERN. 
1 Ning. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
N am. At ſupper. 


inz. At ſupper? where? 


88 1111, Not where he eats, but where he 1s eaten; 2 | 
certain convocation of politic worms are een at him. | 
1 Your worm is your only Emperor for diet. We fat all 
: crcaiures elſe to ſat us, and we fat ourlelves for maT- 
: 


gots, Your fat king and yoar Jean beggar is but vari- 
able fervice, two dithes but to one table; that's the end. 
® 2 

Aing. Alas, alas! 
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Ham. A man may fiſh with the worm that hath ea: 
of a king, eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What doſt thou mean by this ? 

Ham. Nothing, but to thew you how a king may ge 
a progrefs through the guts of a beggar. 

King Where is Polontus ? 

Ham Tn heav'n, fend thither to ſee If your mel. 
ſenger find him not there, ſeck him i' th' other place 
yourſelt. But, indeed, if you 4nd him not within taz 
month, you ſhall note him as you go up the ſtairs inte 
the lobby. 

King. Go ſeek him there. 

Ham. He will {tay till ve come. 

King. Hanilet, this deea. for thine eſpecial] ſafety, 
(Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou halt done), muft fend thee hence 
With fiery quickneis; therefore prepare thylelt ; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at hebp, 

Th' afleciates tend, and every thing 1s bent 
For England. 

Hom. For England? 

Rings \y. Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

Xing. So it 18, if thou knew'ſt our purpoſes. 

Ham. I iee a ch-r 1 nat ſecs them; but come, fo: 
Englund! Farewell, dear nother, 

king: Uhy lo ing father, Hamlet. 

Ham. M mother Father and Mother is man and 


wiſe; wan ar e is one fie{h, and io my mother. 

Cone, for Eng [ Exit. 

King Follow him at foot; tempt him with ſpeed 
ihoard - 


Dela; it not. II! have him hence to-night, 
Awev, for every thing is ſeal'd and done 
That elſe leans on th' affair; pray you make haſte. 
[Exeunt Roſincrantz and Guildenſtern. 
And, England! if my love thou hold'ſt at aught, 
3 my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 


„„ 


fo! 


ern. 
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Aſter the Daniſh ſword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us; thou mapy'ſt not coldly ſet 
Our ſovereign proceſs, which imports at full, 
By letters congruing to that effect, | 
The prelent death of Hamlet. Do it, England : 

For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 

And thou mult cure me; till I know *t1s done, 

Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. [vit 


. AN S145 
Camp on the frontiers of Denmark. 


Enier FORTINBRAS Wi7 an army, 

For. Go, Captain, from me greet the Daniſh King 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Clains the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Over his realm. You know the rendezvous, 
If that his Mijetly would aught with us, 
We fhall expreis our duty in his ce, 
Ana let him know {o. 

Capt. 1 will don, my Lord. 

Fur. Go lofily on, LE Fortinbras with 7h army, 


Euter HAM; ET, ROSINCKANTZ,: GULLDEN= 
STERN, Cc. 
Him. Good Sir, whole powers are theſe ? 
Capt. They are of Norway, Sir. 
Ham. How purpos'd, vir, I pray vou? 
Capt. Agamit tome part of Polind. 
Ham. Who commands them, Sir? 
Capt. The nephew of old Norwav, Fortinbras. 
Him, Goes it againſt the main of Poland, Sir, 
Or for ſome frontier ? 
Capt. Truly to ſpeak it, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground, 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats—- five, I would not farm it; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, ſhould it be fold in fee. 
Ham, Why, then the Polack never will defend it, 
VOI. III. H 
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Cap. Ves, tis already garriſon'd. 

Ham. Two thouſand ſouls, and twenty thouſand ducats, 
Will not debate the queſtion of this ſtraw; 
This is tl? impoſthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and ſhews no caule without 


Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
Cap. God bY w' ye, Sir. 


Roſe. Will't pleaſe you go, my Lord? 
Ham. Pl be with you ſtrait, go a little before, [Ex. 


Aanet HAMLET. 


How all occaſions do inform againſt me, 

And ſpur my dull revenge! What is a man, 
If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to ſleep and feed? a beaſt. no more. 
Sure he that made us with fuch large diſcourſe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and godlike reaſon 

To ruſt in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 
Beſtial oblivion, or ſame craven fcruple 

Of thinking too preciiely on th' event, 

(A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part wiſdom 
And ever three parts coward), I do noi know 

Why yet I live to lay this thing's to do; 

Sith I have cauſe, and will, and ſtrength. and means 
To do't Examples, groſs as earth, exhort me; 
Witneſs this army of ſuch mals and charge, 

Led by a delicaie and tender prince, 

Whole ſpirit, with divine ambition puft, 

Makes mouths at the inviſible event; 

Expoſing what is mortal and unſure 

To. all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 
Ev'n for an egg-ſhell. ?Tis not to be great, 
Never to ſtir without great argument; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a flraw, 

When honour's at the ſtake. How ſtand T then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother ſtain'd, 
(Excitements of my reaſon and my blood), 

And let all {I-ep? while, to my ſhame, I ſee 
The wmninent death of twenty thouſand men, 
That for a phantaly and trick of fame 


II. 
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Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot, 
Wirreon the numbers cannot try the caule, 

Which is not toinb enough and continent 

To hide the lain? O ten, from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worin! [Evip, 


- >. N Vo 
Changes to a Palace. 


Enter QUEEN, HORATIO, anda GENTLEMANe 


Queen I will not ſpeak with her. 
Cent. She is importunate, 
Indeed, diſtract ; her mood will needs be pitied. 
Queen. What would the have? 
Gent. She ſpeaks much of her ſather; ſays, ſhe hears 
There's tricks i' th? world; and hems, and beats her 
heart; 


- 


dpurns envioutly at firaws; ſpeaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half fente : her ſpeech is nothing, 
Yet the unihaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it, 
And boich the words up fit to their own thoughts; 
Mhich, as her winks and nods and geſtures vield them, 
Indeed would make one think, there might be thouglit; 
Tno' nothing ſure, yet much unhappilx. 
Hor, Twere good the were ſpoken with, for ſne may 
{trow 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 
Let her come in. 

Queen. To my lick foul, as ſin's true nature ie, 
Lach toy ſeeins prologue to ſome great amuls : 
So ful of artleſs jealouſy is guilt, 
It pills itſelf, in fearing to be ſpilt. 


Euter OPHELIA d:iſtrafed. 


Oph. Where is the beauteous Majeſty of Denmark? 
Nueen. Row now, Ophelia? 


Oph. How ſhauld I your true love know from another one ? 


By his cockle hat and ſtaff, and his ſandal boon. | Singing. 


2 2 
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Queen. Alas, ſweet Lady; what imports this ſong 
Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark. | 


He's dead and gone, Lady, he's dead and gore 3 | 
At his head a graſs green turff, at /iis heels a . 
Euter RING» | 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia 

OH. Pray you, mark. 

lite the freud as the monntain-/110 
Ouezn, Alas, look here, my Lord 
Oph. Las ded all with ſweet flowers; 


* 


17, > . 7 4 2 1 
1 nth bewept to ite grave did g 
1 
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Vith true love ſbouess. 

Rin 2 How do ye, Pretty Lady 

Op. Well, God yield you! they ſav, the owl w. 
al baker” s daughter. Lord, we know what we are, bu 
know not what we may be. God be at your table . 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Op. Pray, let us have no words of this; but when 
they a% you what it means, ſay you this? 


+ % * 8 4 
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King. Pretty Ophelia! 
Op/:, Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end on” 
By Gig, aud by Sr C. arily, 
Alack, aud fie j for ſame J 
Young men will do't, if tlie come to't, 
By cock, they are 10 blane 
* 1th for, before you Tun Ul F me, 


You promis '4 me to wed : 

C ww uld I ha* done, by yonder ſun, 
And tha hadſt not come io my bed. a 
King. Fio'y long has ſhe been thus ? | 


Oph. I hope all will be well. We muſt be patier 
but I cannot chuſe but weep to think the) hould 1: 
nim b th cold ground; my brother {hall know of | 


Bln 
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and ſo I thank you for your good counſel. Come, my 
coach ; good night, Ladies; good night, ſweet Ladies; 
good night, good night. 
King. Follow her cloſe, give her good watch, I 
pray you ; [ Exit Horatio. 
This is the poifon of deep grief; it ſprings 
All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude! 
When forrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 
But in battalions. Firſt, her father ſlain : 
Next your ſon gone, and he moit violent author 
Of his own juſt remove; the people muddied. 
Thick and unwholelome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 
For good Polonius's death; (we've done but greenly, 
In private to inter him); poor Ophelia, 
Divided from herſelf, and her fair judgment, 
(Witnout the which we're pictures, or meer beaſts) ; 
Lait, and as much containing as all theſe, 
Her brother is in ſecret come from France: 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himielf in clouds, 
And wants not biuzzers to inf & his ear 
With peitilent { bm s of his father's death; 
Wherein necebity, of matter beggut'd, 
Will nothing tie 11 our per:ons to arraign 
In ear and car. O wy dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives we fuperfluoyus death! | 4 noiſe 1 viii, 
Quccu. Aiack ! what noiie is this? 


Ring Where are my Swiizers? let them guard 
the Hor. 
What is the matter? 
N,, Save your felf, my Lord. 


923 , 1 3 . * . . j i 5 26 
The occan.. os . of his liſt, 


Es not the flats with. more impetuous haſte, 
yrs ,_ f : : - . 1 
L Nan YOUNG "ie tes, in a rioteus Wat 
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O'erbears „our officers. the rabble call him Lord: 
And as the world were now bil to begin, 
12 
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Antiquity forgot, cuſtom not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every ward ; 
They cry. Chuſe we Laertes for our King. | 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds; | 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King ! 

QAucen. How chearfully on the falſe trail they cry! 
Oh, this is counter, you falſe Daniſh dogs. [ Noiſe uitſiin. 


Euter LAERTES, with a party at the door. 


r 


Xing. The doors are broke. 
Laer. Where is this King, Sirs? ſtand you all without. 
Alt. 8 5h come in. 
Laer. I pray you, give me leave, = 
11. We wall we will. [ Exeun?, : 
Laer. I thank you, keep the door, | 
O thou vile King, give me my tather, f 
Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 1 
Laer. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims mz 
baſtard; 
Cries cuckold to my father; brands the harlot 
Even here, Ae. the chaſte and unſmirch'd brov- 


King: w. hat is 5 75 cauſe, Laertes, 
"hat thy rebellion looks {vo giant-like 
Le: him go, Gertrude; do not fear our perſon; 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treaſon can but peep to ul hat it would, 


444 3} 1 


2 


7 


Acts little of its will. ell me, Laertes, 

Why are vou thus mccnsdt Let him go, Gertrude. 

Speak, man. ; 
Laer. Where is my father? 3 
King. Dead. | L 
Queen. But not by him. 0 
Ki 1g. Let him dewand his fill. 
Laer. How came he dead? I'll not be juggled with hs 

To hell, allegiance ! vows, to tne blackelt devil! | 

Conſcience, and grace, to the profoundeſt pit! 

1 dare damnation ; to this point I ſtand, | 

That both the worlds I give to neghgence, 

Let come what comes; only PII be reveng'd 

doit througiily for my facher. 


| AA IV. PRINCE of DENMARK. ng 


King. Who ſhall ſtay you ? 1 
Laer. My will, not all the world : | 
And for my means, I'll huſbaud them ſo well, 
They thall go far with little. 
King. Good Laertes, 
If vou defire to know the certainty 
— Of your dear father, is't writ in your revenge, 
That, {weep-ſtake, you will draw both friond and fos, 
Winner and loter ? 
Laer None but his enemies. 


= Ming. Will you know them titen ? 
Luer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms, 
| And, like the kind lite-rend'ring pelican, 
8 Repatt them with my blood. 
Kinn. Why, now you ſpeal 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am puilileis of your {father's death, 
YI 
ne | ed 


And am moſt ſeuſible in grief for it, 
it mall as level to your judgment pierce, 


As day does to your eve. | 4 noi/e within, ©* Let her 
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Laer. Hadſt thou thy wits, and didſt perſuade revenge, 
Tt could not move thus. I 
Oph. You muſt fing, down a-down, and you call hin ly 
a-down-a. O how the wheel becomes it! it is the falle D 
ſteward that ſtole his maſter's daughter. 1 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance ; 
pray, love, remember; and there's pancies, that's for 
thoughts, 

Laer. A document in madneſs, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Op. There's fennel for vou. and columbines ; there“ 
rue for you, and here's ſome for me. We may call i: 
herb of grace o' Sundays: vou may wear vour rue with 
a difference. There's a daiiy : I would give you foing 
violets, but they withered all when my father dy'd: 1 
they ſav, he made a good end; 

For hon Ty ſweet Robin is all ny 10%. 

Laer. Thought and atffiition, paſſion, hell ſelf, 
She turns to favour, and to prettinels, 

Oph. And will e not come annin © 

And wilt ſe not come andin ? 
No, 72053 he is dead, 20 10 thy deati-bed, | 1e! 
He never will come agcin. | bo 


hd 


— 
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His beard was as white as ſnow, Ci 
All flaxen was his pole + 
He is gone, fe is gone, and we caſt aua moan, 
Graniercy on his ſoul ! 
And of all Chriſtian fouls: God Þ w' ye, [Zeit Ophelia, 7 
Laer Do you lee this, you gods! 
King. Laertes, I malt commune with your orief, 
Or you deny we right: go but apart, 
Make choice of whom your wiliclt friends you will, 
And they thall hear and judge 'twixt you and me, 
If by direct cr by collateral hand 


They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 75 
Our crown, our lite, and all that we call ours, A; 


To you in ſatisſaction. But if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſou]; ta 
To give it due content, 


FÞ 


ms 
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Laer. Let this be fo. 
His means of death, his obſcure funeral, 
No trophe, word, nor hatchment o'er 1115 bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal oſtentation, 
Crv to be heard, as "twere rom heav'n to earth, 
Tat I mull calPt in queſtion, 
A. $0 vod ſhall : 
An. where th? off«nce is, let the great taz fall. 
{ pray you go with me, [ Ex2unt, 


E VIII. 
Euter Ho RATIO, with an Attendant. 


or. What are they that would ſpcak with me 

Fer. Sailors, Sir; they ſay they have letters for von. 

Hor. Let them come in. Lit Ser ͥ,,Hꝝ. 
1 do not know from what part of the world 


| t A , o n 1 . 
I hould be greeted, it not hom Lord Hamuigt. 


Euter SAILOKS. 

Fall. God bleſs you, Sir. 

Hr. Let him blets thee too. 

Sail. He ſhall, Sir, an't pleaſe him.— There's a 1et - 
ter ſor you, Sir: it comes from th' ambaſſa lor that 48 
ound for England, if your name be Horatio, s 1 433 
ici to KNOW 1t 18. 


Horatio reads the letter, 


4 - I 7 1 0 FTIR A . — 
Horatio, when thou fbalt have overlook d this, gin? t 
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avill bring thee where I am. Roſtncrantz and Cuilden- 
ſteru hold their courſe fir England, Of them I Have 


much to tell thee. Farewell. 


He that thon knoweſt thine, HAMLET, 


Come, I will make yon wey for theſe your letters; 

And do't the ſpcedier, that vou may direct me 

To him from whom you brouglit them. Exe 
© 


. 


Enter KING aud LAERTES. 


King. Now mult your conſcience my acquittance {ral, 


And you muſt put me in your heart for friend 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which bath your noble father fluin, 
Purſued wy life. 

Laer It well appears. But tell me 
Why you proceeded not againlt theſe feats, 
So crimeful and fo capital in nature, 
As by your {atety, wiſdom, all things elſe, 
You mainly were ſtirr'd up? 

King. Two ſpecial reaſons, 
Which may to you perhaps ſcem much unfinew?*d, 
And yet to me are ſtrong The Queen his mother 
Lives almoſt by his looks; and for mvielf, 
(My virtue or my plague, be't either which), 
She's ſo conjunetive to my life and foul, 
That, as the ſtar moves not but in his {phere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive, 
Why to a public count might not go, 
Is tlie great love the general gender bear him; 
W ho, dipping all his faults uf their affection, 
W ould, like the {pring that turneth wood to ſtone, 
Convert his gyves to graces. So that my arrows, 
Too (lightly timber'd for ſo low a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aĩim'd them. 

Laer. And ſo have I a noble father Joſt, 
A ſiſter driven into deſperate terms, 
Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
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stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections--But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your ileeps for that, you maſt not 
think, 
That we are made of ſtutF fo flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime. vou ſhall ſoon hear more, 
7 lov'd your father, and we love ourſelf. 
Aud that I hope will teach you to imagine 
How now?: what news? 


Enter MESSENGER: 
Meſ. Letters, my Lord, from tTamler. 
Theſe to your Majeſty ; this to the Queen, 
Hing. From Hamlet! who brought them? 
Hef. Sailors, my Lord, they lay ; I ſaw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them. 
King. Laertes, thou halt hear them: leave us, all— 
[ Exit Mel. 
Hizh and Mighty, You ſhall know I am ſet naked nn 
ur kingdom To-morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your 
biz:ly eyes. When I ſhall, ( firſt aſking your par don 
ilereunto,) recount ti occaſion of my ſudden return. 
HAMLET; 


What ſhould this mean? are all the reſt come back? 


Or is it ſome abule and no ſuch thing? 
{ner. Know vou the hand? 
Aug. * Tis Hamlets character; 
Naked, and (in a poſtſcript here) he ſays, 
Alone: can you adviſe me? 
Laer. Im loſt in it, my Lord: but let him come; 
!t warms the very ſicknci: in my heart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddeſt thou, 
King If it be fo, Laertes, 
as how ſhould it be fo ?-—-how otherwiſe ?—— 
Will you be ruPd by me? 
Lager. Ay; fo »owIl not o'er- rule me to a peace. 
King, To thine own peace, If he be now return'dy 
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Ax liking not his voyage, and that he means 
N. ore to umertake it; T will work him 
in Apo, now rne in myv device, 
Urcer ty which bo hail not chuſe but fall: 
Ai! Fr his iicath no wind of blame ſhall breathe ; 
But & 1 dis mother mall uncharge the practice, 
Aw call it accident. 
Ener. I will be rul'd, 
The rather if you cond Jevife it fo, 
That wiüghit be ti organ; 

1 It falls rglit : 

Von have been talk'd of ſince vour travel much, 
1 Hamlet's hearing, for a q'tality 

Wherem they fav vou ſhine; your fury of parts 

I): not together pluck uch envy trow him, 

As did mat one, and that in my regard 

Of ihe unworthieſt ſege. 

Laer. What part is that, mv Lord? 

King. A very feather in the cap of youth, 
Ye! needtul too; for youth no lets becomes 
The light and careleſs hivery that it wears, 
Than ferrled age his fables. and his weeds 


Importing wealth and gravene!s -—— Fwo months f. 


Here was a gentleman of Normandy ; 

Fer icen mvlclf. and {er- Od againſt the French, 
Ard they can well on horſcbhack; but this gallant 
Had wiichcratt in't: he grew unto his let ; 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horle, 
As he had been incorps?{ and demy-natur'd 


With the brave beaſt ; fo far he top'd my thought, 


That in forgery of ſhapes and tricks 
Come ſhort of what he did, 
Lacr A Norman, was't ? 
Kin» A Norman. 
J. oer. Upon my life, Lamond. 
Ring. The fame. | 


Laer. I know him well; he is the brooch, indeed, 


Ani gem of all the nation. 
King. He made confeilion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a milterly report, 


1 


11 


a - 
ilce, 


Ad IV. PRINCE of DENMARK. 97 


For art and exerciſe in your defence; | 
And ſor your rapier molt eſpecial, | 
That he cry'd out, * would be a ſight indeed, 

Tf one could match vou. The ſcrimers of their nation, \ 
He (wore, had neither motien, guard, nor eye, 


If you oppos'd *em. Sir, this report of his 
Did Haivlet fo <nvenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'er to play with him. 
Now out of this 
Laer. What out of this, my Lord? 
King. Laertes, was your-father dear to you? 
Or are vou like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A ſace without a heart? 

Laer. Why aſk you this ? 

King. Not that I think vou did not love your father, 
But that I know love is begun by (lime; 

And that I ſre in paſſages of proof, 

Time qualifies the {park end fire of it: 

There lives within the very flame of love 

A kind of wick, or ſnuff, that will abate it, 

And nothing is at a like goodnefs ſtill: 

For goodneſs growing to a pleuriſy, 

Dies in his own teo much; what we would do, 

We ſhould do when we would, for this world changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 

As the.e are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 

And then this /ould is like a ſpendthrift's figh 

That hurts by eating. But to the quick o' tl” ulcer— 
Hamlet comes back; what would you undertake 

To ſhew yourſelf your father's ion indeed 

More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i“ th* church, 

Ring. No place indeed ſhould murder ſan&uariſe ; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds ; but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this? keep cloſe within your chamber; 
Hamlet, return'd, ſhall know you are come home: 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 

And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 
The Frenchman' gave you; bring you in fine together, 
VoL. III. 1 
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And wager on your heads. He being remils, 
Moſt generous and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruſe the foils ; ſo that with eaſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chuſe 
A ſword unbated, and in a pats of practice 
Requite him for your father, 

Laer. I will do't ; 
And for the purpoſe I'll anoint my ſword : 
J bought an unction of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a kniſe in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplaſm fo rare, 
Collected from all ſimples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can fave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal ; Ill touch my point 
With this contagion, that if 1 gall him ſlightly, 
It may be death. 

King. Let's farther think of this; 
Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit it to our ſhape. If this ſhould fail, 
And that our driit look through our bad performance, 
Twere better not aſſav'd; therefore this project 
Should have a back or ſecond that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof. Soft — let me ſee 
We'll make a fclemn wager on your cunnings; 
J ha't when in your motion you are hor, 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end), 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon bur lipping 
If he by chance eicape your venom'd tuck, 
Our purpoſe may hold there, 


1 X. 
Enter QUEEN. 


How now, ſweet Queen ? 
Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faſt they follow: your ſiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 
Laer. Prown'd ! oh, where? 
Queen. There is a willow grows aſlant a brook, 
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That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſſy ſtream: 
There with fantaſtic garlands did ſhe come, 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daiſies, and long purples, 
That liberal ſhepherds give a groſſer name to; 
(But our cold maids do dead mens' fingers call them) 
There on the pendant boughs, her coronet weeds 
Clamb'ring to hang, an envious ſliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herſelf | 
Fell in the weeping brook ; her clothes ſpread wide, 
And mermaid-like, av hile they bore her up; 
Which time {he chaunted matches of old tunes, 
As one incapable of her own diſtreſs; 
Or like a creature native. and endued 
Unto that element: but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious Ja) 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas then. ſhe is drown'd ! 

Qieen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water haſt thou. poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears; but vet 
It is our trick; Nature her cuſtont holds, 
Let Shame ſay what it will; when theie are gone, 
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The woman will be out. Aden, my Lord! 


J have a ſpeech of fire, that lain would biaze, 

But that this folly drowns it. [ Exiz, 
King. Follow, Gertrude p 

How much had I to do to calm his rage! 

No fear I this will give it flart agam; 

Therefore let's jollow. [ Exeunt, 
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2 Clown. I tell thee ſhe is, therefore make her grave 
filraight 3 the crowner hath fat on her, and finds i: 
Chriſtian burial, 

t Clown, How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowncd her- 
{elf in her own defence? 

2 Clown. Why, tis found: ſo. 

1 Clown. It muit be fs offendendo, it cannot be elſe, 
For here lyzes the point: if I drown myſelf wittingly, 
it argues an act; and an act hath three branches; it is 
to act, to do, and to perform; argai, ſhe drown'd her- 
telf wittingly. 

2 Cl.wn. Nay, but hear _ goodmen Delver, 

i Clown, Give me leave; here Ives the water, good: 
dere ſtands the man, good: if the man go to this 
water, and drown himlelf, it is, will he, nill he, he 
02083; mark you that: but if the water come to him, 


T 


and drown him, he erowns not himſelf. Argal, he 


that is not guilty of his own death, {ſhortens not his 5 

own liſe. 
2 Clou. But is this law? 5 
1 Claun. Av, marry is't, crowner's queſt law. 8 
2 Clown. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this had 


net been a gentle woman, ſhe ſzould have been buricd 
Chriſtian burial. 

1 Clou. Why, there thou ſay'ſt. And the wore 
pity, that great fojk ſhould have countenance in th 
World to drown or hang themlelves, more than the 

eren Chriiliar, Come, my ſpade; there is no ancient 
geinlemen but gardeners, ditchere, and grave-makels 


they hold up Adam's proſeſon. 
2 Clou. Was he a gentleman? 
Chun. He was the frſt that ever bore arms. in 
2 Cloun. Why, ke had me. 
i Clown. Wh: 1 art a Heathen? how doſt thou a! ha 


derſtand the ſcripture? the ſcripture ſays Adam digg 
could he dig without arms? Fil put another queſtion ! 
thee; if thou anſwereſt me to the purpoſe, confels 1; 
fſcif —— 

1 Clowy, Go tv, 
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i Clown, What is he that builds ſtronger than either 
the maſon, the ſhipwright, or the carpenter? 

2 Clown. The gallows-maker ; for that frame out- 
lives a thouſand tenants. 

1 Clown. I like thy wit well, in good faith; the gal- 
lows does well; but how does it well? it does well to 
thoſe that do ill: now thou dott ill to ſay the gallows 
is built {tronger than the church; argal, the gallows 
may do well to thee, To't again, come. 

2 Chun. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, a ſhip- 
wright, or a carpenter ? 

Chun. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clown, Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Clown, To't. 

2 Clown. Mals, I cannot tell. 

Enter HAMLET and HORATIO, at a diſtance, 

1 Clown. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; for 
your dull aſs will not mend his pace with beating; and 
when you are afk'd this queſtion next, ſay a grave» 
maker. The houſes he makes latt till doomſday. Go, 
get thee to Loughan, and fetch me a loup of liquor. 

[Exit 2 Clowa, 
He Gains, aud ſings. 
In youth when I did love, did love, 
Methonght it was very ſweet; 
To contract oh, the time for, a, my behove, 
Oh, methought there was nothing ſo meet. 

Fam. Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs, that 
he ſiugs at pgrave-marking ? 

Hor. Cuſtom hath made it to him a property of ea- 
fines, 


Ham Tis e'en fo; the hand of little employment: 


hath the dainiier tenſe, 
Clown inge. 
But age, with his ſtealing ſleps, 
Hath claw?d me in his clutch: 
And hath thipned me into his land, 
As it I had never deen ſuch. 
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Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in it, and could ſing 
once; how the knave jowles it to the ground, as if i; 
were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the firſt murder! Thi- 
might be the pate of a politician, which this aſs oer- 
offices; one that would circumvent God: might it not 

Hor. It might, wy Lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier, which could ſay, ** Good 
„% morrow, ſweet Lord; how doſt thou, good Lord?“ 
This might be my Lord ſuch a one, that prais'd m,. 
Lord ſuch a one's horſe, when he meant to beg it: 
might 1t not ? 

Hor. Av, my. Lord, 

Ham. Why, ev'n ſo: and now my Lady Worn!'s, 
chapleſs, and knock'd about the muzzard with a ſez- 
ton's ſpade. Here's a fine revolution, if we had the 
trick to ſee't. Did theſe bones colt no more the breed- 
ing, but to play at loggats with 'em? mine ake to thin“ 
out. 

Clown f/ings. 
A pick=axe and a ſpade, a ſpade 
For, —and a ſhrouding ſheet ! 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For ſuch a guelt is meet. 


Ham. There's another: why may not that be the 
ſcull of a lawyer? where be his quiddits now? his quil- 
lets? his caſes? his tenures, and his tricks? why does 
he ſuffer this rude knave now to knock him about the 
ſconce with a dirty ſhovel, and will not tell him of his 
action of battery? Hum! this fellow might be in's time 
a great buyer of Jand, with his ſtatutes, his recogni- 
ſances, his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries. Is 
this the fine of his fines, and the rocovery of his reco- 
veries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt? will hiz 


- vouchers vouch him no more of his purchaſes, and 


double ones too, than the length and breadth of a pair 
of indentures ? the very conveyances of his lands will 


hardly ly in this box; and muſt the inheritor himſ{e!: 


have no more? ha? 
Hor. Not a jot wore, my Lord. 
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Him. Ts not parchment made of ſheep-ſkins ? 
Wr. Ay, my Lord, and of calves-ſkirs too. 
Ham. They are ſheep and calves that {eek out affit-. 


rance in that. I will ſpeak to this fellow. 
grave is this, ſirrah? 
Clown, Mine, Sir 


O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet. 


Ham. I think it be thine indeed, for thou ly'ſt in't. 

Clown. You ly out owt, Sir, and therefore it is not 
yours ; for my part, I do not he in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lie in't, to be in't, and ſay, 'tis 
thine: 'tis for the dead, and not for the quick, there- 
tore thou lieſt. 

Chun. Tis a quick lie, Sir, 'twill away again from 
me. to you. 

Him. What wan doſt thou dig it for? 

Clown. For no man, Sir. 

Ham. What woman then? 

Clown. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

Clown, One that was a woman, Sir; but, reſt her 
foul, ſhe's dead, 

Ham. How abſolute the knave is! we muſt ſpeak by 
the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, 
Horatio, theſe three years I have taken note of it, the. 
age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the peaſant 
comes ſo near the heel of our courtier, he galls his kibe, 
How long haſt thou been a gravemaker ? 

Clown, Of all the days i' th' year, I came to't that 
day that our laſt King Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that ſince ? 

Clown, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 
mat: it was that very day that young Hamlet was 
horn, he that was mad, and ſent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he ſent into England? 

Clown, Why, becauſe he was mad; he thall recover 
his wits there; or, if he does not, 'tis no great matter 
there, 


Whole 


104 . 


Ham. Why? 

Clown. *T will not be ſeen in him; there the men arg 
as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Clown. Very ſtrangely, they lay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely? 

Clown. Faith, en with loſing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clown. Why, here in Denmark. I have been ſezts:: 
here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man ly 7 th' earth ere he rot? 

Clown Tfaith, if he be not rotten before he die, (::; 
we have many pocky corles now-a-davs, that will ſcarce 
hold the laying in), he will laſt you ſome eight year, or 
nine year; a tanner will laſt you nine years. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

Clown. Wny, Sir, bis hide is fo tann'd with his trade, 
tha! he will keep out water a great while, And yor; 
water is a lore deciyer of your whoreſon dead body, 
Here's a {cull now has lain in the earth three and twen— 
ty years. 

Ham. Whoſe was it? 

Clown, A whore{on mad fellow's it wasz whoſe do 
you think it was ? 

Jam, Nay, I know not. 

Clown. A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue! he 
pour'd a ftaggon of Rheniſh on my head once, Thi: 
fame ſcull, Sir, was Lorick's ſcull, the King's jeſter. 

Him This ? 

Clows. Pen that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick ! T knew him, Horatio; a 
fellow of infinite jeſt; of moll excellent fancy : he hath 
borne me on his back a thoutand times; and now how 
ablorred in my imagination it is! my gorpe riſes at is. 
Here hung thoſe lips that I have kiſs'd I know not how 
oft. Where be your gibes now; your gambols; your 
ſongs? your flaſhes of merriment, that were wont 19 
ſet the table in a roar? not one now, to mock your 
own grinning? quite chap-fallen? Now get you tom 
Lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inc 
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thick, to this favour ſhe muſt come; make her laugſhz 
at that, —Pr'ytheg, Horatio, tell me one thing. 
Hor. What's that, my Lord ? 
Him. Doſt thou think Alexander look'd o' this fa- 
Fon i' th? earth? 
Har. E'en ſo. 
Ham. And ſmelt ſo? puh! 
Hor. Fen ſo, my Lord. 
Ham. To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio ! 
why may not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alex- 
ander, till he find it ſtopping a bung-hole ? 
Hor, Twere to conſider too curiouſly, to conſider ſo. 
Ham. No, faith, not a jot : but to follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it; as thus: 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander re- 
turneth to duſt; the duſt is earth; of earth we make 
loam; and why of that lcam, whereto he was convert- 
d, might they not ſtop a beer-barrel ? 
Imperial Czfar, dead and turn'd to clay, 
Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. 
On that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw | 
Bit {oft ! but ſoft a while here comes the King, 


[Smelling to the ſcull. 


SE N II. 


Zxter KING, QUEEN, LAERTES, and @ coffin, will: 
Lords, and Prieſts attendant. 


The Queen, the courtiers. What is that they follow, 
And with ſuch maimed rites? this doth betoken, 
The corſe they follow did with deſperate hand 
Foredo its own life; 'twas of ſome eſtate. 
Couch we a while, avd mark. 
Lner, What ceremony elle ? 
Ham, That is Laertes, a moſt noble youth: mark 
Laer. What ceremony elle ? 
Prie/t. Her obſequies have been fo fer enlarg'd 
As we have warranty; her death was doubtful : 
And but that great command o'er{ways the order. 
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She ſhould im ground unſanctiſied have lodg'd 

Till the laſt trump ; for charitable prayers, 

Shards, flints, and pebbles, ſhould be thrown on her: 
Yet here ſhe is allow'd her virgin chants, 

Her maiden ttrewments, and the bringing home 

Of bell and burial, 

Laer. Muit no more be done! 

Prieſt. No more be done! 

We ilould profane the ſervice of the dead, 
To ſing a Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her 
As to peace parted ſouls. 
Laer. Lay her i' th' earth; 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleh 

lay violets ſpring! I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 

A miniitring angel ſhall my fitter be, 
When thou Iveſt howling. 

Him. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen. Sweets to the ſweet, farewell! 

I hop*d thou ſhould'ſt have been my Hawlet's wife; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, ſweet maid, 
And not to have firew'd thy grave. 

Lier. O treble woe 
Fali ten times treble on that curſed head, 

hoſe wicked deed thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd thee of! Hold oF the earth a while, 

Till I have caught her once more in my arms: 
[Laertes leaps into thie grave. 

Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead, 

Ti!l of this flat a mountain you have made, 

T' oertop old Pelion, or the ſkyith head 

Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. diſcovering himſelf,] What is he whole priefs 
Bear ſuch an emphaſis? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring ſtars, and makes them ſtand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I, 

[Hamlet leaps into the grave. 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. The devil take thy ſoul ! [Grappling with hin, 
Ham. U hou pray'ſt not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fiugers from my throat: 
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For though I am not ſplenitive and raſh, 
Vet have I in me ſomething dangerous, 


LE 


Which let thy witdom fear. Hold off thy hand, 


King. Pluck them aſunder 
Oueen. Hamlet, Hamlet 

Hor. Good my Lord, be quiet. 

[The attendants part them. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 

Qu20u. Oh my fon! what theme? 

Ham. I 10.'d Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of Jove 
Mike up my ſum. What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Lc.:ertes. 

Zucen. For love of God forbear him. 

Ham. Come, ſlew me what thou'lt do. 

\Woo't weep? woo't fight? woo'r faſt? woo't tear thvſelf? 
Woo't drink up eiſel, eat a crocodile ? 

1'!] do't. Do!t thou come hither but to whine ? 

To outſace me with leaping in her grave? 

e buried quick with her; and fo will I; 

and if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Mllions of acres on us, till our ground, 

Singeing his pate againtt the burning ſun, 

Make Uſla like a wart! nay, an' thou'lt mouth, 


''|l rant as well as thou. 

Nueen, This is meer madneſs; 
and thus a while the fit will work on him: 
anon as patient as the female dove, 
Fre that her golden couplets are diſclos'd, 
His ſilence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, Sir-— 
What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
I lovd you ever; but it is no matter 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. [LTi 

Kinsz I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon him. 

[ Exit Hor, 


 b:rengthen your patience in our laſt night's ipeech. 
Lo Laertes, 
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We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh. 

Good Gertrude, ſet ſome watch over your ſon. 

This grave ſhall have a living monument. 

An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. LExeuus. 


. III. 
Changes to a Hall in the palace. 


Enter HAMLET and HORATIO. 


Ham. So much for this, now ſhall you ſee the other, 
You do remember all the circumſtance ?.w .. 
Hor. Remember it, my Lord ! 
Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fiphting, 
That would not let me ſleep; methought J lay 
Worſe than the mutines in the bilboes ; raſhneſs | 
(And prais'd be raſhneſs for it) lets us know 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, 
When our deep plots do fail; and that ſhould teach uz, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rouph-hew them how we will. 
Hor. That is molt certain, 
Ham. Up from my cabin, 
My ſea-grown ſcarft about me. in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my deſire, 
Finger'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again; making ſo bold 
(My fears forgetting manners) to unſeal 
Their grand commillion, where I found, Horatio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command, 
Larded with many ſeveral forts of reaſons, 
Importing Denmark's health, and Ergland's too, 
With, ho! ſuch buggs and gobblins in my life; 
That on the ſuperviſe, no leiſure bated, 
No, not to ſtay the grinding of the ax, 
My head fhouid be ſtruck off. 
Hor. Is't poſſible ? 
Ham Here's the commiſſion, read it at more leiſutt 
But wilt thou hear now how I did praceed ? H 
Hor. I beieech you, 
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Ham. Being thus benetted round wich villains, 
(Ere I could mark the prologue to my bane, 
They had begun the play), I ſat me down, 
Devis'd a new commiſſion, wrote it fair: 
{I once did hold it, as our ſtatiſts do, 
A baſeneſs to write fair; and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning ; but, Sir, now 
It did me yeoman's ſervice) : wilt thou know 
Th' effect of what I wrote? 

Hor Av, my good Lord, 

Ham, An earneit conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful tributary, 
As love between them, like the palin, might flouriſh, 
As peace ſhould (till her wheaten garland wear, 
And ſtand a cennnerce *tween their amities ; 
And many ſuch like as's of great charge; 
That on the view and kno ing theſe contents, 
Without debatement further, more or lels, 
He ſhou:d the bearers put to ſudden death, 
Not thriving-time allow'd. 

Hor How was this ſeal'd? 

Hum. hy, ev'n in that was Heaven ordinant: 
| lad my father's ſignet in my purſe, 
Which was the model of that Daniſh ſeal : 
{ folded the writ up in form of th' other, 
Subſerib'd it, gave tl” impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
Tue changeling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our {ea-tight, and what to this was ſequent, 
Thou know'ſt already. 

Hor. So, Guildenſtern and Roſincrantz go to't. 


Ham. Why, man, they did Wake love to this em- 


ployment. 
They are not near my conſcience; their defeat 
Doth by their own inſinuation grow. 
'Tis. dangerous when the baſer nature comes 
Between the pals and fell incenſed points 
Of mighty oppoſites, 
Hor. Why, what a King 1s this ? 


Ham. Does it not, think'ſt thou, ſtand me now upon? 


He that kill'd my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Vol. III. 
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Popt in between th' election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
And with ſuch cozenage ; ist not perfect conſcience, 


To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn's, 


To let this cankar of our nature come 
In further evil ? 


Hor. It muſt be ſhortly known to him from England, 


What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. 

Ham It will be hort. 
The interim's mine: and a man's life's no more 
Than to ſay, one. 
But I am very ſorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myſelf; 
For by the image of my cauſe I ſee 
The portraiture of his; I'll court his favour : 
But, ſure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Inte a tow'ring paſſion. 

Hor. Peace, who comes here? 


SC. IN £&.- IV 


Enter OSRICK. 


O/r. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Den- 


mark. gs 


Ham. I humbly thank you, Sir. Doſt know this wa- 


ter- fly? 
Hor. No. my good Lord. 


Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious; for 'tis a vice 
to know him: he hath much land, and fertile; let a 
beaſt be Lord of beaſts, and his crib ſhall ſtand at the 
King's meſſe; ?tis a cl:ough ; but, as I ſay, ſpacious in 
the poſſeſſion of dirt. 

Ojr. Sweet Lord, if your Lordihip were at leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. 

Ham 1 will receive it with all diligence of ſpirit: 
your bonnet to its right wie, 'tis for the head. 

Ofr. I thank your Lordſhip, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, tis very cold: the wind 1 
northerly. 

©/r, It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
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Ham, But yet methinks it is very ſultry, and hot, or 
my complexion 

Ofr. Exceedingly, my Lord; it is very ſultry, as 
twere, I cannot tell how.—- My Lord, his Majeſty 
bid me ſignify to you, that he has laid a great wager 
on your head. Sir, this is the matter 

Ham. I beleech you, remember 

Ofr. Nay, in good faith, for mine eaſe, in good faith. 
Sir, here is newly come to court Laertes; believe 
me, an abſolute gemileman, full of molt excellent dif— 
ferences, of very loft fociety, and great ſhew : indeed, 
to ſpeak feelingly of him, he is the card or kalendar 
of gentry ; for you {hall find in him the continent of 
what part a gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement ſuffers no perdition in 
you ; tho? I know. to divide him inventorially would 
dizzy the arithmetic of memory; and yet but flow 
neither in reſpect of his quick fail. But, in the vera 
of extolment, I take him io be a foul of great article; 
and his infuſion of ſuch dearth and rareneſs, as, to 
make true diction of him, his ſeinbiable is his mir» 
rour, and. who elie would trace him, his umbrage, 
notiing more, 

Or. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks moſt infallibly of him. 

Ham The corcernancy, 
the gentleman in our mor 

/r. Sir, 

Hor. Is't not poſſible to underſtand in another 
tongue? you will do't, Sir, rarely 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman ? 

O/r. Of Laertesr 

Hor. His puric is empty already: all's golden words 
are ſpent, 

Ham. Of hin., Sir. 

O/r. I know you are not ignorant, 

Ham TI Would you did, Sir; yet, in faith, if you did, 
t would not much improve me Well, vir. 

r. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confels that, left I ſhou'd compare 
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with him in excellence: but to know a man well, were 


to know himſelf. 
Oſr. I mean, Sir, for his weapon: but in the im. 


putation laid on him by them in his meed, he's unfel. 


low'd. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

O/r. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons; but well. 

Oſr. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him ſix Bar. 
bary horſes, againſt the which he has impon'd, as { 
take it, ſix French rapiers and pomards, with their 
aſligns, as girdle, hangers, and fo : three of the car- 
riages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very reſponſive 
to the hilts, moſt delicate carriages, and of very li. 
beral conceit, 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew you mult be edifted by the margent, 
ere you had done. [ Aſide, 

Oſr. Thy carriages, Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phraſe would be more germane to the 
matter, if we could carry cannon by our fides ; I would 
it might be hangers till then. But, on; ſix Barbary 
horles againſt ſx French ſwords, their aſſigns, and three 
liberal-conceited carriages; that's the French bet a- 
gainſt the Daniſh; why is this 1mpon'd, as you call it? 

r. The King, Sir, hath laid, that in a dozen pales 
between you and him, he ſhall not exceed you three 
hits; he bath Jaid on twelve for nine; and it would 
come to immediate trial, if your Lora{hip would youcl:- 
{afe the anſwer. 

Ham. How if I anſwer no? 

Oſr. I mean, my Lord, the oppoſition of your per- 
ſon in trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majeſty, 'tis the breathing-time of day with me; 
ler the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and 
the King hold his purpoſe, I will win for him, if U can; 
3f not, I'll gain nothing but my ſhame, and the odd hits, 

O/r. Shall I deliver you fo ? 

Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh you! 
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Or. I commend my duty to your Lordſhip. [Exit. 

Ham. Yours, yours; he does well to commend it 
himſelf, there are no tongues elſe for's turn 

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 
head. | 

Ham, He did compliment with his dug before he 
ſuck'd it. Thus has he (and many more of the ſame 
breed, that I know the droſſy age doats on) only got 
the tune of the time, and outward habit of encounter, 
a-kind of yelty collection, which carries them through 
and through the moſt fann'd and winnowed opinions; 
and do but blow them to their trials, the bubbles are 
out, 


Enter a LORD. 


Lord. My Lord, his Majeſty commended him to you 
by young Oſrick; who brings back to him, tha you 
attend him in the hall: he tends to know if your plea» 
ſure hold to play with Laeries, or that you will take 
longer time? 

Ham I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow the 
King's plea.ure; if his fitneſs ipeaxs, mine is ready, 
now, or whenloever, provided I be to able as now. 

Lord. ihe King and Queen, and all, are coming 
down 

Ham In happy time, 

Lord. he Queen defires yan to uſe forme gentle en- 
terraii.ment (o Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham dhe well inftructs me. Exit Lord, 

Hor. wou {hail lote this » Ager, my Lord 

Hum. 1 do not think ſo; ſince he went into France. I 
have been in continual practice, I thall win at odds, « 
B., thou wouldtt rot think how il alPs here about my 
heart, —--bu. it is no matter, 

Hor Nay, wy good Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſuch a kind of gain- 
giving as would perhaps trouble a woman | 

Hor. If your mind arflike any thing, obey it. I will 
fjoreti«l their repair hither, and lay you are not nt. 

Ham, Not a whit, we dety augury; there ts aipecial 
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providence in the fall of a ſparrow, If it be now, 'tis 
not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now: if 
it be not now, yet it will come; the readineſs is all, 
Since no man, if ought he leaves, knows, what is't to 
leave betimes ? Let it be. 


CNS v5 


Enter KING, QUEEN, LAERTES, and Lords, OsR1ck, 
with other » Attendants wirh foils and gaunilets, 4 


table with flag gons of wine on it. 


King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from 
me. [ Gives him the hand of Laertes, 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir; I've done you wrong; 
But pardon't, as you are a gentleman. 
Fhis preſence knows, and you muſt needs have heard, 
How I am puniſh'd with a fore diſtraction, 
What I have done, 
That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnels : 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? never, Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himſelt be ta'en away, 
And, when he's not himfſelt, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not; Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then? his madneſs. If't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madneſs is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Lei my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 
Free me ſo far in your molt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine arrow o'er the houle, 
And hurt my brother, | 
Laer. I am ſatisfied in nature, 
Whoſe motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me moſt 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
J ſtand aloof, and will no reconcilement ; 
Till by ſome elder maſters of known honour 
I have a voice, and preſident of peace, 
To keep my name ungor'd But till that time, 
J do receive your offer*d love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 
Ham, I embrace it freely, 


tis 
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ill, 
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Now the King drinks to Hamlet. 
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And will this brother's wager frankly play. 


Give us the foils. 
Laer, Come, one for me, 


Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes; in mine ignorance 
Your ſkill ſhall, like a ſtar i' th' darkeſt night, 
Stick fiery off, indeed. 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, by this hand. 
King. Give them the foils, young Oſrick. 
Hamlet, you know the wager. 
Ham. Well. my Lord; 
Your Grace hath laid the odds o' th? weaker ſide, 
King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both: 
But ſince he's better'd, we have therefore odds, 
Laer This is too heavy, let me fee another. 
Ham. This likes me well; theſe foils have all a 
length [ Prepares to play, 
Oſr. Ay, my good Lord. 
king. Set me the ſtoops of wine upon that table: 
If Hamlet gives the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 
The King {hall drink to Hamlet's better breath : 
And in the cup an union ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups 
and let the kettle to the trumpets ſpeak, 
The trumpets to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavins, the heav'ns to earth: 
Come, begin, 


and you the judges bear a wary eye. 
Ham Come or, Sir. 
Laer Come, my Lord, [They play, 
Him One—— 
Laer. No 


Ham. Judgment, 

0/r A hit, a very palpable hit, 

Laer. Well——again—— 

Xing. Stay, give me drink, Hamlet, this pearl iz 
thine, 
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Here's to thy health, Give him the cup. 
[Trumpets ſound, ſhot goes of, 
Ham. PII play this bout firit, ſet it by a while. 


[They Pda 


Act . 


Come — another hit — what ſay vou? 
Laer. A touch, .a touch, I do confeſs. 
King, Our fon thall win. 
Queen. He's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brous; 
The Queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam — 
King. Gertrude, do not drink, 
Queen, I will, my Lord ; I pray you pardon me, 
[ Dri:; 17. 
King. It is the poifon'd cup, it is too late. [ Alias. 
Ham. I dare not drink vet, Madam; by and by. 
Queen Come, let me wipe thy ſace. 
Laer I'M hit him now. 
King I do not thinkt. 
Laer. And yet it is almoſt againſt my conſcience, 
[ 4/1, 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally ; 
T pray you paſs with your beſt iolence; 
J am afraid you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo ? come on. [ Play, 
O/r, Nothing neither way, 
Laer. Have at you now, 


[Lacrtes wound; Hamlet; hen, in fcuffling, the; 


change rapiers, aud Hamlet wounds Lactrtes, 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. 
Ham. Nay, come again - 
Oſr. Look to the Queen there, ho! 
Hor, They bleed on both ſides. How ist, my Lord“ 
O/r. How is't. Laertes? 
Laer. Why. as a woodcock to my own ſpringe, Olrick, 
I'm juſtly kilPd with wine own treachery, 
Ham How does the Queen ? 
King. She ſwoons to lee them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink —— 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, — 
I am poizon'd [Queen dich 
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Ham. Oh villainy ! ho! let the door be lock'd : 


Treachery ! ſeek it out 

Laer. It is here. Hamlet, thou art ſtain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there 1s not halt an hour of lite ; 
The treach'rous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and invenom'd: the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itſelf on me Lo, here I ly, 
Never to riſe again; thy mother's poiſon'd; 
I can no more the king, the king's to blame, 

Ham. The point mvenom'd too? 
Then, venom, do thy work. [Srabs the King. 

All. Trealon, treaſon. 

King. O yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham, Here, thou inceſtuous, murth'rous, damned 

Dane, 

Drink off this potion : 1s the union here ? 
Follow my mother. [ King dies 

Laer. He is juſtly ſerv'd. 
It is a poiſon temper'd by himſelf, 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my father's death come not on thee, 
Nor thine on me! [ Dies, 

Ham, Heav'n make thee free of it! I follow thee, 
I'm dead, Horatio; wretched Queen, adieu! 
You that look pale, and tremble at this chance, 

hat are but mutes or aud-. nce to this act, 
Had I but time, (as this fell ſerjeant Death 
Is ſtrict in his arreſt), oh, I could tell you 
But let it be Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my caute aright 
To the unſatisfied. 

Hor. Never believe it. 
I'm more an antic Roman than a Dane; 
Here's yer ſome liquor left, 

Ham. As th' art a man, 
Give me the cup; let go; by Heav'n I'll have it. 
On good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me:? 
if thou didſt ever hold me in thy heart, 
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Abſent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harſh world draw thy breath in pain, 

To tell my tale. [March afar off, and ſhout wiihin, 
What warlike noiſe is this ? 


S CEN &--: VI 


Enter Os RICE. 
Oſr. Young Fortinbras, with conqueſt come from 
Poland, 

To the ambaſſadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O 1 die, Horatio : 
The potent poiſon quite o'ergrous my ſpirit; 
I cannot live to hear the news from England. 
But I do propheſy, th' election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice; 
So tell him, with the occurrents more or leſs, 


W hich have ſolicited.— The reſt is filence. [Dies. 
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart! good night, ſweet 
Prince; 


And flights of angels wing thee to thy reſt! 
Why does the drum come hither ? 


Enter FORTINBRAS ard Eno lifb Ambaſſadors, Wit/, 
drum, colours, and atterdas. 


Fort. Where is this ſight ? 
Hor. What is it you would ſee ? 
If aught of woe or wonder, ceate your ſearch. 
For. This quarry cries-— on havoc. Oh proud Death 
What feaſt is tow'rd in thy infernal cell, 
That thou ſo many princes at a ſhot 
So bloodily haſt ſtruck? 
Amb. The ſight is diſmal, 
And cur affairs from England come too late: 
The ears are ſenſeleſs that ſhould give us hearing; 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill'd, 
That Roſincrantz and Guildenſtern are dead, 
Where ſhould we hare our thanks ? 
Hor. Not from his mouth, 
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Had it th' ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But ſince ſo jump upon this bloody queſtion, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv'd ; give order, that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeak to th' yet unknowino world, 
How thele things came about. So ſhall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts; 
Of accidental judgments, caſual ſlaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe ; 
And, in this upſhot, purpoles miſtook, 
Fall'n on th' inventors? heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haſte to hear it, 


And call the noblelle to the audience. 
For me, with forrow J embrace my fortune; 


T have ſome rights of memory im this kingdom, 

Which now to claim, my vantage doth invite me. 
Hor. Of that I ſhall have allo cauſe to ſpeak, 

And from his mouth whoſe voice will draw on more: 

But let this fame be preſently perform'd, 

Even while mens minds are wild, leſt more miſchance 


On plots and errors happen. 


Fort. Let four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a ſoldier, to the ſtage; 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have prov'd moſt royally. And for his paſſage, 
The ſoldiers? muſic, and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for him 


| Take up the body : ſuch a fight as this 


Becomes the field. but here ſhews much amiſs. 
Go, bid the ſoldiers ſhoot, 


[Exeunt marching + after which a peal of 
ordnance is ſhot off *, 


If the dramas of Shakeſpeare were to be characteriſed, 
ach by the particular excellence which diſtinguiſhes it trom 
the reſt, we muſt allow to the tragedy of Hamlet the praiſe 
ot variety. The incidents are fo numcrous, that the argu- 
nent of the play would make a long tale. The ſcencs are 


1 


interchangeably diverſified with mcrriment and ſolemnity; 
with mcrriment: that includes judicious and inftruftive obſ{cr. 
vations, and ſolemnity not frained by poeticel violence 
above the natural ſentiments of man. New characters ap- 
prar from time to time ig ( continval ſucceihon, exhibiting 
various forms of life, and particiitiy modes of converiaticn, 
The pr.t-nded madneſs of Hamlet Kaufes much mirth ; the 
mournful diſtraction of Ophelia fills the heart with tender. 
nes, and every perſonage rroduces the effect intended, rom 
the apparition that in the fiſt act chills the blood wick, Hor 
ror, to the fop in the laſt, that expotes affectation to ©! 
£0r tempt 

he conduct is perhaps not wholly ſecure againſt ohice- 
tions. The action is indeed tor the moſt part in continus 
progreſhon, but there are tome ſeenes which ucithe tor 4444 
ner *«ctard it O the teroncd madanets of Ham'e there. 
pears no adequate cauſe, ior he does rething which he © ht 
nc! have done with ech r-p1itznion of lavity. He Clays the 
m-+dman moſt, when he treats phelia with fo much rude 
ncts, which fees to bc ufeiefs and wanton crucity. 

Hemi is, through the whole ply, rather an inſtrument 
than an agent. Atter he has, by the ſtratagem of the ply, 
convicted the King, be makes no attempt to punith him; 
and his death 1 at laſſ effected by an incident which Ham— 
tec las no part in producing. 

"Fic catihtropke is not very harpily produced ; the 4. 
chanye of weapons 15 rather an expedient of neeeflity, chat 
a ſtrokc of art. A ſcheme might + alily have been fornicd 
to kiti Famer with the dayg: r. ande Lacrtes with the bowl. 

The bet is arcuted of having paid little regard o pocti- 
cal te, and may bo charged wich q i negkct of beet 


en ol ibiity, The apparition lett thc regions Of te dead 
to ie purpate; the revenge which he wemanues is nu he 
t. ee ee the dzatli or lem that was 204 irc 10% 1K 
i:: and the zr e tion whih worid ant tren 
ſion: oi an afuper nc 4 mur nr e At ten 


Une Ay dcath yi nelia, the young and bcauutul, the 
harmicts, aud the pidus. Je. 
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